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U]»(>N the [>nhJie;iti(>n of a .second select i(>ii from 
the essays contrihiited to the i^jteefaior by iiiy 
uncle, the bite Mr. K. II.^ Hutton, 1 liavc agsiin 
to jicknowledge tin* great kindtiess of Mr. Meredith 
Townsend :»nd M)-, iSt. Loe Stiuehey, as well a.s 
10 thank the riof)rict(n s of the l:rononiisf for kindly 
allowing me to reprint from that journal liis article 
on the death of its late editor, Mr. \Valte)’ Hagehol. 

As a. iiews])aper article is ncressanly very brief, 
1 have thought that it might be moie interesting 
and a greater convenience to the reader if, ignoring 
the chioiiological Mapience, I placed several of 
tho.se touching on the >anic, oi- similai’ subject- 
1 ogetlior. 

'Pile es.'^ays covei- a gieal nunil>er ye.irs, and 
heie and there a little repetition may it)e noticed, 
but, in spile of this, it has seemed belter to publi.-h 
them just .is ihev left the hands of .Mr. Hutton. 
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BOOKISHNESS AND LITEKATURE 


Sir John Lurbock, in his panegyric on the pleasures 
of reading to the Wimbled on iaiis the other day, 
guarded himself against its being supposed that he 
wished the English people to become mejo book- 
worms, adding: “Of that, indeed, 1 think there is 
not much fear. Englishmen hap])ily combine with 
the love of literature a keen and healthy delight 
in fresh air and field sports/* Well, on that I 
should remark that I doubt if there over was a 
people less imbued with a general love of literature 
than the English ; and that, so far from that fact 
being at all unfavourable to the character of English 
literature, it is, I suspect, the very reijson why our 
literature is as great as it is. A bookish people do 
not make great books. The Germans are, I suppose, 
the most bookish people in the world; and 1 hough 
they make magnificent encyclopedias, the most 
learned of disquisitions, and scientific treatises 
beyond all praise ; though they edit classics as few 
but German scholars ever edited them ; though 
they master the principles of comparative grammar, 
and exhaust the views which can be taken on the 
philosophy of history, and treat “the categories** of 
all things nameable with a thoroughness that bot^fi 
bewilders and enraptures less masterly logicians ; 
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though their dry prolegomenii to drier studies en- 
large our conceptions of the range of human industry ; 
and their revisioCjs, which they characteristically 
term “ belabourings (Bearbeitungeri), of former 
works betray not only their extraordinary fidelity 
of diligence, but their immense humility ; — yet when 
all is said that you can say of the vast merits of 
this literary people, you certainly (cannot say that 
they have a literature to compare with the English. 
And the reason is, as I believe, simply this, that 
a bookish people cannot produce the greatest books, 
if we mean by the greatest books something more 
than monuments of investigation or learning, — 
namely, living powers, powers that stir the heart, 
books whoso words have, as Luther, the most un- 
bookish of men, called it, “hands and feet” that 
can wring us in their living grasp. That is where 
Homer beats even the tragediaiis of the great 
Athenian age : he was not bookish, but for that 
very reason wrote a book that had the life of a 
whole world in it; while Euripides, Sophocles, and 
possibly even ^schylus, were in a sense bookish, 
and made you feel that the life they dealt with was, 
as it Avere, the distilled water of life, not the water 
of life as it bu])bled up from the fresh earth. So 
Virgil and Horace were in the highest sense literary 
men ; they saw life as reflected in a polished surface, 
not in its primitive vigour and simplicity. And 
yet it is certain that in proportion as the modifying 
process goes on by which life becomes subdued to 
the literary type and mannei-, in that proportion 
we lose that special charm of freshness which con- 
stitutes the chief difierence between the books of 
okish men and the books of out-of-doors people 
who jiot bookish at all. Consider only the 
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greatest English \^‘itors. One of the greatest, 
Milton, was |)erhaps in the main a bookish man, a 
man who had lived on books, and^whose imagination 
was schooled oven more hj' books than by actual 
contact with life. But where Avould Milton stand 
beside Shakespeare, who is the most unbookish man 
who ever wrote great book|, Avhose greatest charm 
was but very inadequately described even in Milton’s 
own beautiful idirase, when he ccuitrasted ^SJonson’s 
learned sock” with the delights to bo experienced* 
when 

. . . sweetest Shakespeare, I'aTiey’s cljild, 

Warbles his native wooduotes wild? 

That Shakes] )eare must have concerned himself 
more or less w'ith books no one doubts, or he could 
not have accumulated the mattu’ial he did. But his 
great charm consists in his powei* to make us believe 
that we are in direct contact with human life, with 
the clowns, the rustics, the men-at-arms, the travel- 
ling players, the courtiers, the lovers, the ambitions 
statesmen, the more ambitious women, the dreamers 
of dreams, the jdotters of l evcnge, the dull burgesses, 
the stately nobles, and the shrcAvd fools, who mot'-e 
about in that majestic imagination with as much 
case and sureiiess as if they trod the solid earth 
itself. Tf ever there were a writer Avho could not 
have been what he was, if he had been in the main 
a bookish man, it was Shakespeare; and yet there is 
hardly oven a French or German, or an Italian or a 
Spanish writer of any woi*th, who will not put 
Shakespeare far above the great authors of his own 
country. And who comes next to Shakespeare in 
our literature ? Probably either Chaucer or Scott ; 
and whether you put Chaucer above Scott, or, as I 
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should do, Scott cabovo Ohau^r, again you have 
that very same distinguishing note, lhp.t the fresh- 
ness of the contact 'with life is precisely of the kind 
which indicates a man who was not bookish, and 
could write great books just because he was not 
bookish. I am not, of course, denying that there 
are groat levels in literjjturc which are appropriate 
to men of the literary type. Sophocles was in some 
sense such a writer, and, as I said, N^irgil and 
Horace. Bacon, again, was a man of the desk. One 
of the most amazing of the mad criticisms of the 
world is the criticism which professes to find in 
Shakespeare’s plays hints of Bacon’s genius. Just 
conceive those stately bookish essays procecfling 
from the voice which “ warbled his native woodnotes 
wild ” ! Conceive Shakespeare beginning a work 
with the equivalent of the sentence, “hVanciscus 
Baconus sic cogitavit I” Ben Jonson, again, was a 
poet of the desk. And still more was Pope, and 
even Dryden. But then, as men of literature, all 
these belong to the writers who do not touch the 
hearts of common Englishmen. If you come, even 
in the eighteenth century, on a book that is eagerly 
read by the unbookish world, like Burns’s songs, 
you may be sure that its popularity is duo to that 
savour of the V clods fresh-cloven by the plough ” 
which distinguishes it from the works of men of 
letters. Or go to prose. Robinmi Crusoe is read 
by unbookish men with a wonderful eagerness. 
And is it not because Do Foe had so strange a 
power of giving to his earthy imaginations the very 
impress of real clay ? Or come to our own day 
What is the book which in our own times hafc 
probably appealed to the hearts oF the largest 
number of human beings who find reading, as a rule, 
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hard work? Pert^^ps Uncle Tom's Cabin, a book of 
fresh out-oi-doora genius if ever there were one; 
or perhaps Oliver Twist, or Niclmas Nicklehy, or some 
other production of that strange genius which was 
always bringing the microscojie of the human 
naturalist and the quaintly distorting lens of the 
humourist to bear upon tl^o minutest fragments of 
city life, and then was always interpolating among 
the inimitable eHects so produced patches of 
screamy melodrama or excruciating pathos. Still, It 
is the contact with real external f.ict, the unbookish- 
ness of Dickens, that gives him almost all his vast 
2)opularity. 

And may we not say the same of those writers 
who have here and there carried the British world 
by storm with some masterly book of travels or 
some vivid ballad of human suftering ? What, for 
instance, is the great charm of Eoihen, the most 
delightful of all books of Eastern travel, except 
that it contains in it a Hash of unbookish, buoyant 
life, as different as possible from the elaborate 
art of the historian of the Crimean war ? Why w’ere 
Kingsley's “ Sands of Dee " and his fishermen's and 
poachers’ ballads so fascinating to those who never 
read, except that there was the same breath of out- 
of-doors life, of direct sympathy with unbookish 
woes, in all of them ? Why does Tom Brown's 
Schooldays rivet boys as it does, except because it 
conveys in a book the strong impulses of a fresh, 
unbookish mind ? Why, again, have Stevenson and 
Eider Haggard fascinated the modern world of boys 
and men alike as few authors since the days of 
Robinson Crusoe ever fascinated them, except that 
neither of these men rise to their best until they 
are breathing the free air of wild and daring enter- 
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prise ? I believe most profoui^lly that it takes a 
nation which is not bookish in its habits to pi-oducc 
the greatest and most living books. Only a 
descendant of the wild Borderers, with more 
Borderers' than authors' blood in his veins, could 
have achieved the great successes in making Scotland 
what she now is to u^, whic h have placed Scott 
perhaps second in the long r(»ll of British literature. 
Only the profoundly vernacular sympathies of the 
great Dorsetshire writers, Barnes and Hardy, coidd 
have given to these two singularly unbookish 
writers the power which they have certairdy 
achieved of charming unbookish men with their 
books. Indeed, 1 believe J might say that although 
there will alwa 3 ^s be a field for highly cultivated 
genius, — for instance, for a students’ jioet like 
Milton, or Herbert, or Henry Vaughan, or Words- 
worth (who had, howevei’, in him a streak of the 
hardy shepherd and mountaineer), or Coleridge, or 
Keats, or Tennyson, or Matthew Arnold, — the men 
who will make the great [lopnlar books of the world, 
the books which dominate the unbookish, will 
always be fed chiefly on first hand experience of 
men and things, and only by accident, as it were, on 
literary studies. 



LITERATURE AND ACTION 

In a. letter contributed to the Spectator Mr. Alfred 
Austin, who has a very large knowledge both of 
English literature and English politics, gives a 
variety of reasons why a man who is, in his own 
estimation and that of his friends, ecpially well 
fitted for literature and politics, should on the 
whole choose the former and eschew the latter. I 
heartily agree with him, that there are not many of 
those really fitted to exert a considerable influence 
in the higher walks of literature who are also fitted 
to exert a considerable influence in the higher walks 
of politics. There is, as a rule, in genuine literary 
men — though there are great exceptions to the rule 
— a warning instinct against the rnHde of political 
life, without the protection of which they could 
never really produce the great w’^orks they do 
produce. Literature in its higher forms almost 
always requires a certain amount of solitude, of 
separateness of spirit, of imaginative brooding, 
which is extremely uncongenial to the political 
life. Goethe felt this, and felt it not only to the 
extent of a strong repulsion to the grind and 
racket of political life, but to the extent of an 
almost equally strong repulsion to the exacting ties 
of domestic life, by which he probably suffered 
7 
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morally more than he gainei intellectually. Sir 
AValter Scott fqjt it, and never intervened in 
politics without something of injury to his imagina- 
tive nature, for which there was no adequate 
compensation of any kind. Even the groat French 
poets have all felt this, and though their sociable 
French nature has oft(^ decoyed them into politics, 
as the flame of the candle draws the moth into it, 
we have seen in the lives of Chateaubriand, of 
Lamartine, and of Victor Hugo, that their intei*- 
ference with politics was never very durable, and 
hardly of a kind to reflect lustre on themselves. 
At the same time, it is certain that there are, here 
and there, men of very considerable literary power 
who seem to bo destined for politics, and who find 
in politics the exact sphere of their literary genius. 
Canning was one such. Probably Burke was 
another, though his peculiar sphere was rather what 
we may eall the sheath or membrane of the political 
life, — the work of the political reviewer and 
pamphleteer, — than the most vital processes of the 
State. Macaulay was a third whose influence on 
politics was still less direct than Burke’s ; while 
Mr. Disraeli, on the contrary, never really found 
his highest literary gifts — and even as a politician 
almost all his successors were literary — till ho 
found them in the actual thrust and parry of 
Parliamentary debate. Thus, it can certainly not 
be said that a true gift for literature necessarily 
wards off the minds of men from politics. In its 
higher imaginative forms it is very apt to do so. 
The Muses are jealous mistresses, and will not lend 
their higher gifts of song to any one who plunges 
very deep into the mJ^Ue of the world. Even the 
greater imaginative politicians, like Burke, cannot 
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help crying to the e»ger crowd of active partisans, 
“ VVhat shadows we arc, and >^hat shadows we 
pursue ! And the true poets feel this shadowiness 
of practical aims so deeply, that if by chance they 
get drawn into the eddy, they are only too thankful 
when at last they find themselves once more 
stranded on the terra Jirma ot ideal life. But still, 
there are kinds of literar}?^ power, not precisely 
poetic, but involving a good deal of the detachment 
of imaginative insight, which seem to find their 
natural expression in 2)olitical l»te, though they 
might also find a very adcipiatc expression in the 
field of pure literature;, and can we say of such 
kinds of literary power as this that they are the 
worse for that “ baptism of fire ” which they receive 
in the fierce struggles of the political world ? 

Mr. Austin says they are, on the ground, first, 
that literary men with anything of the true imagin- 
ative power in them can find a higher joy and a 
more glorifying radiance in the world of their own 
thoughts, than any they can obtain in that curious 
mixture of admiration and contempt which besots 
the politician’s stormy life ; and next, that in 
literature, at all events, the man with any gift for 
it can, if he pleases, be pretty sure to do no liaiin, 
while the politician, whether he cats his heart out 
in the fray or not, can never be quite sure that he 
has not done more harm than good. I cannot 
accept either plea. Of course, I heartily concede 
that a literary man who is warned by his own 
instincts, as he often is, that he loses his true self, 
instead of finding it, in the field of politics, is 
justified, nay, enjoined, by that instinct of self- 
preservation to keep out of an angry world in which 
he is unable to be his truest self. But it is not of 
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such that I am speaking, rather of those who in 
the field of politiiifil struggle find thenVselves at least 
as clear and strong as they do out of it. Now, for 
such as these, is either of Mr. Austin's pleas valid ? 
As for the first, is it not a ])urcly selfish plea? 
Admit, if you like, that an imaginative brain may 
dream a happier dreacn in the retirement to which 
Pope invited St. John than in the struggles of the 
political field, — though this is not always true, for 
the battle-cry sometimes strikes a kind of fire out 
of a man which nothing else elicits, — yet does it 
count for much whether he dreams a happier dream 
or not? Surely the man who has the instincts of a 
warrior is not the better for suppressing them, even 
though he have other gifts which enalile him to 
suppress them without losing general influence. I 
never had any but a literary respect for l^ord 
Beaconsfield, but I doubt whether Lord Beaconsfield 
was not at his very best when he was ‘‘educating his 
party,” — setting them the examj^le of his fortitude 
and nonchalance in defeat, dealing about his blows 
to his innumerable assailants with all the coolness 
of true courage, and appealing to the monarchical 
and aristocratic symiKithies of the democracy at the 
very moment when he was showing his own vast 
superiority to thrones and dukes. Surely he was a 
far greater man in doing work like that, than when 
he was pouring forth the biting sneers of Vivian 
Grey or Ixim in Heaven, to say nothing of the 
balderdash of tlie Revolutionary Epic (for there, of 
course, as I do not regard the Revolutionary Epic as 
true literature at all, ho was neither on political 
nor on literary ground). And so far as regards the 
politician’s right to be content with himself, — for 
that is the point on which Mr. Austin dwells first, 
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and on which I am jiow following him, — has not 
such a man ii^ Mr. John Morley r^ore right to be 
content with himself in striking a blow, as he 
thinks, for an oppressed race like the Irish, than 
when he has just succeeded in giving the world a 
rather truer and rather less repulsive conception of 
a foul genius such as that of ^iderot, or of a witty 
scoficr like Voltaire? So far as I can judge, Mr. 
John Morley — to take him as the kind of exami)le 
least likely to attract mo because I mourn over his 
policy — is engaged in work wliich should give him 
a better right to think well of himself now, than 
when he was pouring out his wealth of knowledge 
concerning Vaiiveriargues, or even dilating for us 
on the principles which should guide and limit 
Compromise. 

Of course, the second plea is a very much more 
important one, — that a literary man may bo able 
to limit his influence to what is purely good, while 
even the greatest of politicians can never be sure 
that he is not doing harm. P>ut there I think 
that Mr. Austin is probably contemplating litera- 
ture of a very special kind. He speaks first of 
the great lyric poetry of the country, and we may 
be very sure that a lyric poet of any genius — and 
Mr. Austin knows what lyric j)oetry really is, for 
he has produced beautiful lyrics — is almost as 
certain to he, oti the whole, repelled from politics 
by the very bent of that genius, as a lark is to ])e 
repelled from the earth when his song possesses 
him. But can Mr. Austin honestly say that the 
great bulk of the dramatic poetry of this country 
— Diyden^s, for example, to take a famous poet not 
the most licentious of the dramatists — has done 
nothing but good ? And as regards the rest of 
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literature, is not a great d^*^l of it of the most 
dubious tendency, good in the eyec of one man, 
evil in the eyes of another ? What would 
Christians say of the literary labours of a writer 
like Bolingbroke, or even of Frederic Harrison ? 
What would Positivists say of the productions of 
a preacher like Cardigial Newman, or even a thinker 
like Dr. Martin can ? Nay, what hre we to deem 
the moral profit of Byron’s genius, of the great 
poem, for instance, of “Don Juan”? Again, how 
are wo to esteem the effect of satirical literature 
as a whole — the influence, for example, of Swift 
on the world ? How are we to judge the net 
result of such waitings as those of George Sand, 
or BaD.ac, or the modern realist school of Zola ? 
Of course, if you lay down that a man of liteiature 
need not write anything that is not purely good, 
you lay down in effect that a good many writers 
shall not write what their literary instincts impel 
them to write, and that is only saying in effect that 
they ought to bo silent altogether. Surely there 
never was anything farther from the truth than 
the assertion that, on the w^holo, literature has not 
seriously misguided men, — an assertion, which, of 
course, I do not impute to Mr. Austin, though it 
seems needful to his position. And unless politics 
have done as much harm as good, — which I doubt 
whether even Mr. Austin believes, — I should be 
strongly disposed to hold that politics, including 
the evil it has done, — sometimes rectified by 
subsequent experience and sometimes not, — has 
done as much to discipline the minds of average 
men, and to raise the moral level of communities, 
as literature itself. 

But the central point of the controversy is, 
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I think, here, that the politician — who might be a 
purely literar}^ man,%ut yields to the attraction 
of politics, mt^ of course, against* his own better 
instincts — throws more of his true self into his 
life than the literary man who, feeling the same 
attraction to politics, abstains only in order to 
avoid the racket of his own imaginative nature. 
There is something heroic in^the devotion of the 
man who, feeling the literary instinct strong and 
the political instinct also strong, prefers to 
surrender his literary fame to the hope of partially 
embodying in actual life ideals which will benefit 
others. And, even though something of the 
truest self should disapi)ear in the din and passion 
of the conflict, I suspect that the choice, if made 
sincerely and honestly, will justify it^edf on the 
same principle on which it was once said that they 
who would keep their life should lose it, while they 
who would lose their life for the sake of Him who 
was above life, should find it. 



THE STOKING OF LITERARY POWER 


Mr. Gladstone, in replying for “The Interests of 
Literiiture ” at the Royal Academy on Saturday,^ 
intimated that we must not expect to see soon 
again so great a literaiy y)criod as tliat which 
commenced with the Peace of 1815; but beyond 
intimating that the immediate future was likely 
to be an age of research rather than one of ex- 
pj cssion, ho gave no hint of the reasons which were 
likely, in his opinion, to juevent the present day 
from' becoming a day of great liteiary splendour. 
Yet one i-eason, at all events, is conspicuous why 
this should not bo so, and one, I fear, which is not 
likely to diminish, but rather to increase in influence; 
I mean — and my reason will only seem paradoxical 
to those who have not thought much on those 
subjects — the very groat and increasing facilities 
for literary expression, which prevent anything 
like large reserves of feeling and thought from 
accumulating till they acquir'e sufficient mass to 
produce great individual effects. Yet almost every 
great literary period in the world has been one 
following a long period of repression, and con- 
sequently of accumulation. When Athens first 
opened the sluices of literary life and power, the 
1 May 5, 1877. 
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world awoke almost for the first time to the con- 
ception of literary hccdom and to the full power 
of human thought and language* The revival of 
learning was a period of similar awakening after 
a long pressure of the yoke of ecclesiastical restraint. 
The glory of the Elizabethan literature was the 
fruit of the long brooding life of the Middle Ages. 
And the great literary era t(>' which Mr. Gladstone 
referred was chiefly due to that- sudden break up 
of the conventionalisms of the oigliteenlh century 
caused by the French Kevolutions : for the long 
reign of a literary oligarchy or aristocracy, and 
the habit which such an aristocracy forms of con- 
straining into fixed channels the life and taste of 
the rising generations, are at least as effective for 
a considerable ])eriod in restricting and, as it were, 
banking up many kinds and moods of feeling, 
as that direct discouragement of all literary ex- 
pression which precedes the first binst of a new 
literature. But in our own day the enormous 
facilities for expressing every thing that is felt, 
and for fostering much that is not really felt, but 
only fancied as possible to be felt, useful as they 
are for spreading equally among all classes the 
culture hitherto attained, are positive premiums 
on literary diffuseness, feebleness, and attenuation. 
Just as a perfect system of drainage, if completed 
without proper arrangements for storing rain, 
carries back far too soon all the water - supply 
through millions of rivulets to the great streams, 
and through the great streams to the ocean, so a 
perfect organisation of facilities for ex])ression 
carries off far too soon everything in the shape of 
literary feeling and thought into the public mind, 
without giving it time to grow to what is great 
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and forcible. And this tendency to multiply the 
runlets, the dwindling runlets of literary power, 
instead of multiplying those great * reservoirs of 
the imagination by which alone the highest life 
can be fed, is increased to a very great extent by 
the gradual relaxation of that stern discipline ’ of 
childhood and youth which marked almost all the 
ages up to our own. < I am far from pleading for 
that stern discipline, for it is ceitain that many 
good eftects of this relaxation — perhaps better in 
their total result than this one evil effect — could 
be adduced. The young people who are thus 
relieved from the high pressure of the discipline 
imposed on former generations certainly grow up 
in many respects more amiable and more reason- 
able, less moody, less self-willed, less passionate 
than their fathers. But they too often grow up 
less strenuous also, and with much less stored 
power. It is the damming up of driblets of feeling 
and thought which really creates groat supplies 
of such feeling and thought. It is the resistance 
to cherished purposes which accumulates these 
purposes into something capable of striking the eye 
and the imagination. As Dr, Newman long ago said : 

Prune thou thy words, the thoughts contiol, 

That o’ei tliee swell and throiig, 

They will coiiden&e within thy soul. 

And sw’ell to purpose strong. 

But he wiio lets his feelings run. 

In soft luxurious Row, 

Slirinks when liai-d service must be done, 

And faints at every woe. 

And what is true of moral purpose is equally 
true of literary impressions. It is the age of reserve 
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which prepares the^way for the age of literary 
si)leu(lour ; is the youth of brooding thoughts 
and omotioiis which prepares the way for the man- 
hood of great genius. And unquestionably the 
lighter pressure under which children are now 
placed during the time of discipline, — the larger 
amount of sympathy which t^^ey now attract, — that 
cultus of children which makes the loneliness of 
children and of childhood and youth so comparatively 
rare, while they produce a great number of good 
ciYects, do also produce this bad eflecr, — that there 
is far less oj^poriuriity than there was for the silent 
maturing of strong purposes and deep feelings. 

It is curious to note in the lives of Miss 
Martineau and Miss Bronte how the very conditions 
which seem to have produced the peculiar strength 
they had, are just those which it is the tendency of 
the feelings excited by their writings to render 
rarer and feebler for the future. Miss Martineau 
complains of the want of sym])athy for children 
manifested in her home in her youth, and the terrible 
aggravation of those evils caused later by the 
unwise mode in which her deafness was treated, so 
as to isolate her even more completely from her 
fellow -creatures than she would otherwise have 
been isolated. Yet I strongly believe that these 
were just the conditions which enabled powers of 
not very much more than ordinary calibre to 
ju'oduce really good results of their kind. No 
doubt she “ kept silence, yea, even from good 
words,” and “it was pain and grief” to her; but it 
was during this enforced silence that the “fire 
kindled,” and when at last she spoke with her 
tongue, she spoke with the accumulated force of 
years of brooding, and if my judgment is worth 

q 
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anything, it was much more this, than the natural 
power and breadth of her imagination and under- 
standing which made her what she undoubtedly 
was — a very remarkable woman of her kind, who, 
with less repression in childhood and less deprivation 
in youth, might have been but a clever woman and 
nothing more. Yet the remarkable effect produced 
by repression, reticence, and reserve, in accumulating 
power is still more curiously illustrated in the lives 
of the Brontes, especially Emily and Charlotte. 
Of course, reserve and slow accumulation will do 
little for powers which are from the beginning 
commonplace, as was apparently the case with 
Anno Bronte. But how much they will do for 
women of real genius who Jire yet not women of such 
great breadth and luxuriance of imagination that, 
spread themselves as they may, their imagination 
would still work vividly, the very interesting story 
which Mr. Reid has told us of the Brontiis, by way 
of supplement to Mrs. GaskelTs biography of 
Charlotte, shows with very great force. The highest 
power of reserve which was probably ever concentrated 
in any human life whose outlines are well known to 
us, was that under the steady stress of which Emily 
Bron te’s short career was passed. She, like her sisters, 
lived with a father of whom they were afraid, 
amidst wild and gloomy moors, where they had no 
companions but themselves, yet, unlike her sisters, 
she could hardly tell oven to them the imaginations 
of her own heart. Wo are told by Mr. Reid how 
hopeless her efforts proved to enter into anything 
like the ordinary intercourse with her fellow- 
creatures, — how again and again she returned home 
after efforts to gain her own bread, which failed 
solely from her complete failure to open easy re- 
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lations with her kiiK^, — how in her last illness she 
would not adijiit, even to her sist^s, her illness till 
within two hours of her death, but then whispered 
faintly, “ If you send for a doctor, I will see him 
now,” when she was almost in the agonies of death. 
In Emily Bronte the restraining power of reserve 
assuredly amounted to something very near mental 
disease. Yet what a wonderful force it gave to 
her genius ! Highly as Mr. Beid appreciates 
JVutheriyig Height^ he almost makes one laugh at 
him as if he were thoroughly unable; to ap])reciato it, 
when he compares it, even for a moment, with such 
trash as Lord Lytton's Strange Storij. The passage 
ho quotes, for instance, from IFiifhering Heights as 
to the way in which Catherine's image haunted 
Heathcliff after her death, is, when com}>ared with 
anything Lord Lytton ever achieved, like a stroke 
of lightning to the glimmer of a rushlight. There 
is more concentrated fire and power in that weird, 
wild tale, not merely than in all the pinchbeck 
novels Lord Lytton ever wrote (which is saying 
nothing), but than in any single story known to 
me in the English language. The capacity for ex- 
pressing imaginative intensity surpasses, to my 
mind, any achievement in the same space in the 
whole of our prose literature. I should rank 
Wiithering Heights^ eccentric and lurid as it is, as 
an effort of genius far above not only Jllletie, 
which seems to mo Charlotte Bronte’s greatest effort, 
but the B^'ide of Lanimernwor, which is the nearest 
thing to it in Sir Walter Scott’s imaginative 
writings. In JVnthering Heights the concentrated 
power of a great imagination gave one brilliant 
flash and disappeared. No doubt the repressive 
force of Emily Bronte’s reserve was something like 
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a disease, but it had the eflect (jf storing imaginative 
power as nothing else in the world could have 
stored it ; and no one who reads all that is told of 
her could suppose for a moment that, had her 
reserve been less than it was, we should ever have 
had that one great flash of genius. Doubtless she 
would have been broajler, ]ia2)pier, in many l espccts 
a truer woman than she was, if she had had more 
channels of communication with her kind, l)ut her 
genius could hardly have cflectcd any one thing so 
great ; she might have been fai* wider, she could 
not have been so intense ; she would never have 
gazed so deeply into those evil eyes of Ifeathclilfs — 
eyes seen only in her reveries, and never in I’cal 
life — which she so finely describes as ‘‘ the cloudy 
windows of Hell,” if she had not stored up all the 
elastic force of her reveries into that one single 
creative effort. And so with Charlotte Bronte’s 
genius ; it certainly readied its acme when her 
life was at its loneliest, when she was robbed of the 
sympathy of both her sisters. Vilh'fh is almost as 
much greater than Shirley or Jam' Eyre as the Jlride 
of Laminennoor^ written in pain and under stress of 
illness, was greater than Jvaiihoe or KeuiJ worth, 

I hold, then, that the great facilities foj- expression 
— the great stimulus given to expression by our 
intensely literary age, and to expression which 
anticipates the proper ripening of the feeling and 
thought to be expressed — are rcall}^ considej*ablo 
obstacles to the development of that high literary 
power, for which Mr. Gladstone is cmnpellcd to 
look back to a generation when the intellectual life 
was far more sharply kept under, and far less 
constantly fostered than it is now. 
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In turning over the admirably edited and amusing 
book which Mi*. Samuel Arthur Bent has just given 
us on the Sayings of (h'cat Men, nothing, perhaps, 
strikes me more than the interest attaching to the 
sayings of persons of very poor capacity, so long as 
that poor capacity lias been weighted witli sufficient 
self-confidence to make it measure itself coolly 
against the world. The most memorable quality 
attaching to the sayings of eminent men is not 
usually the wit, or the wisdom, or the truth of the 
saying, but the stamp of a distinct jiersonality 
ujioii it. A hundred wise or witty sayings go astray 
in the world, and get fathered upon wrong parents, 
foi’ every one sharply marked characteristic saying 
that thus goes astray. For example, Goethe's 
sayings are, very many of them, really wise and 
instructive, but it is often difficult — extremely 
difficult — to remember from whom they proceeded, 
because they are not stamped with a distinct 
personality. “ Stupidity is without anxiety,” or 
“ Architecture is petrified music,” or “ Mastery is 
often considered a kind of egotism,” for instance, are 
all sayings of interest, but not sayings which shed 
much light on the character of the sayer, and, 
therefore, not closely associated with the sayer. 
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But when George TIL said, “^Was there ever such 
stuff as great ]:)art6 of Shakespeare V there not 
sad stuff? But one must not say it,” it is 
impossible to forget this courageous attempt of the 
poor old King to cut himself out, as it were, in a 
bas-relief on the background of Shakespeare, and ,, 
to mark even his Brijish deference to a widespread ' 
admiration which he did not in the least share. 
Mr. Bent might also have recalled King George’s 
remark, when he was asked to give preferment to 
Archdeacon Palcy, and replied, with reference to 
Paley’s celebrated illustration of the artificial 
character of the institution of property taken from 
the demeanour of a crowd of pigeons scrambling for 
their share of a heap of corn, — “ What, Paley, Paley, 
pigeon-Paley ? No, no, no, no.” George III. 
gained from his crown only the ability, which most 
(lull people lack, to have confidence in himself, — to 
hold his own opinion against the universe, however 
“ infinitely little ” that opinion may have been ; and 
it is this power to annex an opinion, to make it part 
of a man’s own character, much more even than the 
greatness or truth of it, or even the brilliant manner 
in which it is expressed, which makes it memorable 
for us. George Ill.’s sayings are, like his own image, 
stamped on copper, poor in expression, but very 
strongly stamped. It was the same with Madame 
de Pompadour’s celebrated expression of reckless- 
ness , — Aprh nous, le iUluge^^ a saying which has 
become part of history, partly from its truth, partly 
from its vivid expression of the selfishness and 
recklessness which made it historical. And it is 
this quality of personal expressiveness which, when 
the character so stamped is not poor, but has 
anything magnificent or noble in it, that makes a 
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great saying take jank with a good deed. Louis 
XIV/s decla^^ition on his death-bed to Madame de 
Mainterion, “ I imagined it more*difficult to die/’ as 
though his departure at least must have involved a * 
convulsion of nature; and Pitt’s grand farewell to 
power, when he returned, dying, from Bath, “Fold 
up the maj) of Europe,” ar^ excellent specimens of 
the sort of sayings which, though containing no 
thought at all, nothing but a great consciousness of 
power, yet impress us more than the most vivid 
wisdom or the most ])oigiiant wit. This is why 
dignity tells for so much in a saying of this kind, — 
for so much more, indeed, than even truth. Burke’s 
grand sentence on the hustings, when referring to 
the death of another candidate, “ What shadows we 
are, and what shadows w’c pursue ! ” makes an even 
greater impression on the imagination than the 
other sentence, “ I do not know how to draw up an 
indictment against a wliole people,” not because it 
embodies half the political wdsdom of the second 
sentence, but because it recalls Burke and his soar- 
ing imagination more impressively to the mind. 
Even Tiord Chesterfield, w ith all his thinness and 
superficiality, makes his mark upon us, directly he 
begins to delineate himself. “There is a certain, 
dignity to be kept up in pleasures as w’ell as in 
business,” and, “Knowledge may give weight, but 
accomplishments give lustre, and many moi'e people 
see than weigh,” paint so exactly a man thoughtfully 
and consistently anxious about appearances, that 
they impiess us almost as much as one of Dr. 
Johnson’s vivid self-portraitures of a much nobler 
kind. Indeed, they impress us not only almost as 
much, but for nearly the same reason, that by 
imagining the man who lived in appearances, they 
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throw up in strong relief on our minds the 
recollection of men to whom mer^ appearances 
were naught. ^ 

Sayings, however excellent, which do not convey 
in them any self -portraiture are seldom vividly 
associated with their true authors. How many 
people will remembo^; who it was that said — 
“Nothing is certain but death and taxes, or, “We 
must all hang together, else we shall all hang 
separately,” or even “ It is better to wear out than 
rust out,” which last does represeiit the energy of a 
certain kind of temperament, but energy so common 
that it marks rather a class than an individual ? 
Benjamin Franklin said the two first sayings, and 
Bishop Cumberland the last ; but I should be sur- 
prised to find any one in a company of literary men 
who could have pronounced on the spot to whom 
any one of the three was to be attributed. On the 
other hand, we seldom misappropriate sayings 
containing much less that it is worth while to 
remember, if only they vividly portray a memorable 
figure, — like Frederick the OreaFs indignant, 
“Wollt ihr immer leben?” (“Do you fellows 
want to live for ever ? ”), when his soldiers showed 
some disinclination to being shot down (a saying 
which Mr. Bent has forgotten, though he has 
included several by the same speaker much less 
remarkable) ; or Gambetta’s p6remj)tory “ II faudra 
ou se soumettre ou se demettre,” of Marshal 
MacMahon^s “Government of Combat.” Thus, the 
most impressive of all sayings are probably those of 
great rulers who contrived to embody the profound 
confidence they felt that a life of command was 
before them in a few weighty words. Julius 
Caesar’s “Veni, vidi, vici,” and his question to the 
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skipper who feared Jen* the loss of his boat, “ AVhat 
dost thou feiV", when Cu?sar is (jti hoard ? ” or his 
disdainful apology for an unjust divorce, “Caesar’s 
>vife ought to be free even from suspicion,” are 
likely to be in every one’s mouth as long as the 
Avorld lasts. And so, perhaps, is Napoleon’s “ I 
succeeded not Louis XIV. Igit Charlemagne,” and 
the same great man’s remark, “ Imagination rides 
the world,” aii<l, “ I ought to have died at 
Waterloo.” 

But the most influential of all great sayings are 
those which combine great force and Aveight of 
character with a precept, express or implied. Thus, 
Cavour’s remarkable proj)hecy, written seven-and- 
twenty years before its fulfilment, “In my dreams 
I see myself alrcad}^ Minister of the Kingdom of 
Italy,” — the most impressive of all precepts to have 
faith in great national cravings ; or, again, his 
expressive saying, “ In politics nothing is so absurd 
as rancour ; ” or, “ I will have no state of siege ; 
any one can govern with a state of siege,” will do 
more to keep Italy united, to keep her Governments 
statesmanlike, and to keep her people free, than 
reams of argument from men less memorable and 
less potent. Has not Danton's “Let us be terrible, 
to prevent the people from becoming so,” and his 
still more celebrated, “ De Taudace, encore de 
I’audace, ot toujours de I’audace ! ” done more to 
excite an unfortunate enthusiasm for deeds of terror 
done in the name of the people, than all the windy 
eloquence of the Gironde or the Mountain ? AVhen 
a man once manages to compress a strong character, 
— good or bad — into a pithy sentence which claims 
to regulate the conduct of others, he lives after 
death in a sense denied to the great majority, even 
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of men of genius, though his posthumous life may" 
bo either for evil or for good. ^ 

Indeed, the essence of the grandest sayings 
appears to be that in such sayings the speaker 
flings down his glove to all the forces which are 
fighting against him, and deliberately regards 
himself as the chamijion in some dramatic conflict 
the centre of which ho is. Cromweirs “ Paint me 
as I am,” and the more elaborate though not more 
memorable, “ I have sought the Lord night and day 
that He would rather slay me than put me upon 
the doing of this work,” or his reputed saying of 
Charles, “AVe will cut off his head with the crown 
on it,” all ini] died his supreme conviction that he 
was the involuntary Minister of a great scries of 
providential acts. It is the same with Mirabeau's 
contemptuous thrusting aside of the part taken by 
liafayette with the scornful remark, “He would 
fain be a Grandison-Cromwell !” and still more with 
his inflated, but still genuinely sincere, avowal in 
the Constitutional Assembly, “When I shake my 
terrible locks, all France trembles,” and his brushing 
away of the thought “Impossible,” — “Never mention 
that stupid word again.” Even Voltaire in his 
flippant way regarded himself as the one personal 
enemy of the Koman Catholic Church, when he said 
in reply to a friend who had noticed his reverence 
as the Host passed, and who asked wliether he had 
been reconciled to the Church, “ We bow, but do 
not speak.” It is true that many such sayings 
acquire their dramatic meaning by the artificial 
moderation rather than the emphasis of their 
language, as when the Duke of Wellington spoke of 
the battle of Navarino simply as “an untoward 
event;” but this, too, was supreme assumption in 
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disguise, for it meant that he was -able entirely to 
ignore its drjjt as a battle, and to concentrate his 
attention and the attention of the world solely on its 
tendency to unsettle “ the balance of power,” The 
perfect silence in which he passed over the common* 
place view of Navarino, and insisted on looking at it 
solely in the attitude of a cyplomatist, indicated in 
the most gra])hic manner how completely indifierent 
he felt to the class of consequences which would 
first strike the popular mind. Ilis supreme 
indifference to the Turkish disaster as a disaster 
was quite Olympian. Perhaps the finest thing 
ever said was Burke’s answer to Pitt, who declared 
that England and the ' British Constitution were 
safe till the Day of Judgment, — “ It is the day of 
'iw judgment I am afraid of”; but it is not certain 
that Burke meant to convey all that the words do 
convey. Possibly he meant it chiefly as a sarcasm 
on Pitt’s want of judgment ; but the larger sense 
of the saying, in which it. means that it is not the 
day of divine judgment that is to be feared, so 
much as the day when the realit}^ of divine judgment 
is hidden from men, and human beings go on in the 
frivolous, irresponsible purstiit of their own wishes, 
is quite worthy of Burke, and conveys a grander 
conception of the spiritual scales in which political 
negligence will be jinlged, than any other siiying 
which oven Burke himself has uttered. 
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Mr. John Morley’s delightful lecture on “Aphor- 
isms ” should, I think, have been accompanied 
by some warning how easy it is to understand 
even the wisest aphorisms too literally, and how 
essential it is for those who would profit by 
them to accommodate themselves to the mood of 
the thinker to whom the aphorism is due, and not 
to forget that a writer who is terse and sententious 
cannot afford to indicate where his words exceed or 
fall short of the truth on which his eye is fixed. 
Take, for example, one of the best of the aphorisms 
quoted by Mr. Morley, — Goethe’s saying, in his 
play of Tasso ^ — “A talent moulds itself in stillncsb, 
but a character in the great current of the world. 
As applied to Tasso’s strength and Tasso’s weak- 
ness, — his poetic genius, w'hich needed stillness for 
its growth, and his ovcrseusitiveness, which made 
him shrink from contact with the world, instead of 
facing it and practising in it the self-control which 
was absolutely essential to save his personal career 
from wreck, — the saying is true enough. But treat 
it as a universal truth, and you see how little it is 
really worth. Of many of the stronger characters 
which have attracted the admiration of the world 



MR. MORREY ON APHORISMS 


29 


we might almost say the reverse, — that their 
talents had bgcn moulded by the great current of 
the world, and their characters formed in stillness. 
Dr. Johnson’s and Carlyle’s wonderful talents for 
conversation, for instance, were undoubtedly 
moulded in the great current of the world ; but I 
susi'jcct that the characters of both were moulded 
in stillness, in the silent 'wrestling of their OAvn 
natures with their own inward temptations. No 
one who reads Carlyle’s story can doubt that his 
character moulded itself most in the comparative 
solitude of his early life in Edinburgh and at 
Craigenj)Uttock, and that some of his most brilliant 
literary gifts, especially his graphic and humorous 
vivacity, grew rapidly after his life in London, with 
its comparative bustle and burry, began. All 
depends on what the deficiencies ai*e which need 
correcting. If they be deficiencies in the power to 
deal with others, no doubt they will be best 
supplied, if they c^aii be supplied at all, in tlie great 
current of the world. B\it if they be deliciencies in 
self-compiest and self-knowledge, then to supjdy 
such deficiencies it may need a period of solitary 
conflict such as that out of Avhich Wordsworth 
emerged after his confusion at the issue of the 
French Revolution had subsided, or that which 
secured for Cardinal Newman opjmrt unity for the 
fermentation of his deepest religious pi'inciples, 
during his voyage in the Mediterranean and his ill- 
ness ill Sicily in 1832-J3. I believe that almost 
as many characters of the higher order have been 
moulded in stillness as in the crush of life, and that 
almost as many talents of the higher order — debat- 
ing talents, administrative talents, strategic talents, 
for instance — have been moulded in the crush of life 
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as have been developed in stillness. It all depends 
on what the char^-cter to be moulded is, and what 
the talent. There are characters which never gain 
their true significance till they have passed through 
the fire of solitary conflict. And there are talents 
which never come to light at all except in the 
collisions of active life.c. Take, again, Vauvonargues’ 
saying which Mr. Morloy so much admires, — 
“Great thoughts come from the heart.” Well, 
that is true, and of the greatest significance, if it be 
taken to mean only that men of noble intellects 
who are deficient in large-hearteclness will never 
say things to stir man to the greatest depth ; but 
then, it is equally true that men of the largest 
hearts who have not got lucid and searching 
intellects, are utterly incapable of saying them, — 
nay, that if you compare the great thoughts of men 
like. Bivcon, who was certainly deficient in what is 
usually called “heart,” with the thoughts of men 
as good even as F6n61on (who was not at all 
deficient in intellectual vision, though his heart was 
clearly better than his head), few would doubt that 
Bacon's aphorisms are likely to be remembered far 
longer and more widely than F6m^lori's. To speak 
accurately, great thoughts are really born in the 
head and not in the heart, though it is perfectly 
true that the heads of men deficient in heart miss 
something which would have made their greatest 
thoughts greater stilh You might almost as well 
say that the power of steam is duo to the fire alone, 
and ignore the water whose expansion into vapour 
is the immediate instrument through which the 
energy works, as say that great thoughts come 
from the heart, and not rather from the action 
of the heart on the intellect by whose agency it 
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really effects its purpose. I rather wonder at Mr. 
Morley’s excegsivo admiration for Vauvenargues* 
aphorism because, as it seems to me, Mr. Morley is 
inclined to lay almost too much stress on the 
sententious form of the saying, which is wholly due 
to the mind, and to make too little of wise thoughts 
which are not cast into a getting of happy and 
epigrammatic words. For exara]>le, he dwells very 
justly on the wisdom of Bacon^s saying that “ Being 
without well-being is a curse, and the greater the 
being, the greater the curse,” — a fine saying, of 
which the epigrammatic chiselling is almost the 
finest part, and of which it w'ould be very difficult 
to assert that it came from the heart at all. If it 
came from anything deeper than the intellect, it 
came from the conscience, and represented rather 
the sad experience of a mighty nature’s inward 
discords, than the range of its sympathies or the 
loftiness of its aspirations. Yet I doubt whether 
any aphorism amojigst all those referred to by Mr. 
Morley is more accurately true without qualification 
than this of Bacon’s. Certainly it is far deeper and 
truer than the rather clumsy and long-winded one 
which Mr. Morley quotes from the close of the 
fourth book of Goethe’s Tame Proverbs. Indeed, 
while Mr. Morley' lays theoretically almost too 
much stress on the epigrammatic form of the 
aphorism, — and, of course, epigrammatic form is 
essential to make it sparkle like a brilliant in the 
memory, — he appears to accord almost too much 
credit to Goethe’s not unfrequently rather ill-cut 
and clutusily set wisdom. For my part, 1 am 
disposed to admire Goethe’s proverbial sayings most 
when they are put into the mouth of such a being 
, Mephistopholes, and therefore polished so as to 
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express a certain scorn. And yet these are 
certainly not the great sayings “ whjch come from 
the heart.” Take, for instance, Mepliistophclcs’ 
remark to the raw student on the procedure of 
professorial analysis, namely, that — 

Ho wlio would know an<l paint a living thing, 

Must lirst oxp(d tlie'spirit from its frame, 

Then all the linjken bits togetlu^r bring, — 

Though, wanting that, it is not quite the same. 

That is true and fine, but not so terse as some 
one’s aphorism (was it not Coleridge’s) that 
analysis first kills what it would exjdain. Again, 
there is wonderful sagacity in Mephistophelcs' 
sarcastic remark to the same student after he has 
made him feel an evil jiassion thrilling his blood 
and stirring him into excitement : — 

Grey, friend, is Tlicory, — true though Theory he, — 
And green the foliage of JJfe’s golden tree. 

These arc hardly sayings which “come from the 
heart,” and yet thev are better, I think, than most 
of Goethe’s proverbs. In fact, Mr. Morley is 
hardly justified in praising the aphorisms which 
come from the heart so much more than the 
aphorisms elaborated by a keen and active intellect, 
though I quite admit that when the intellect is 
equally broad and active, the great sayings which 
spring out of ardent sympathies arc greater than 
those which spring only out of bitter ])cr8onal ex- 
perience. Mr, Morley quotes as one of the better 
class of aphorisms with which ho illustrated his 
^lastcrly speech, Lichtenberg’s aphorism that 
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Enthusiasts withoi^ capacity are the really 
dangerous peo^Je”; but was that one which came 
from the heart or the intellect ? and does it not 
need great qualification before we can assent to its 
truth ? I should have said that enthusiasts 
without capacity are absolutely harmless, but 
that the danger arises where ^'ou have enthusiasm 
endowed witli great capacity for persuasion, but 
without great capacity for practical insight. I 
esteem as highly as Mr. Morley the aphorism as 
to the power of goodness, when it goe« wrong, to 
stir up revolution, and the aphorism as to the folly 
of those wise men who allow themselves to be 
irritated by stupidity. ‘ But neither of these 
aphorisms seems to me to come from the heart. 
Here, nevertheless, is one on the same subject, of 
absolutely inoderu origin, which does come from 
the heart ; and though it is not so finely cut as 
most of Mr. Morley's, 1 believe that it contains as 
much true wisdom as any of those that he has 
quoted: — ‘‘Why not feel as much sympathy for 
the dull as for the sickly ? Do not the feeble in 
mind often make as gallant an effort to carry on 
the business of life under adverse circumstances 
as the feeble in body '1 Yet w e pity the second 
and laugh at the first.'’ That seems to me tiue 
wisdom, and the book from which it is taken — 
Miss Rickard’s JJere and Ileirafter — is full of 
wisdom of a like kind, that onl}" wants a certain 
epigrammatic form to make it a most memorable 
book. Yet probably this want of the epigrammatic 
form will prevent it from attaining all the 
popularity of other collections of aphdrisms of 
very inferior calibre, just because the wisdom that 
“comes from the heart” makes comparatively 
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little impression on mankind, unless it is shaped 
by wit into a k^en and glittering g^m. Aphorisms 
to live for ever should be “winged words,” and 
something more; in addition to their wings, they 
should have something of a sting. 



THE USE OF PARADOX 

Tiik "Paradox Club,” to which Mr. Edward 
Garnett has just introduced us in an agi’eeable 
little book distinguished by a good deal of poetical 
feeling, appears to use the word “ par*adox ” rather 
in the general sense of unnatural or extravagant, 
than in its more proper sense of that which 
* administers a kind of slap in the face to com 
ventional opinion, in order to make those who 
entertain the conventional opinion better under- 
stand, not necessarily that they are wrong, but 
certainly that they have forgotten how very far 
from plain -sailing it is to be right. The use of 
paradox is to awaken people to the various unsolved 
difficulties and evident shortcomings in judgments 
which seem to be conspicuous for their gooil sense, 
and which may, indeed, really be as near an 
approach to good sense as any judgment on the 
subject which could be embodied in anything like 
the same number of words, but which conceal half 
the obstacles in the way of holding the opinion 
adopted, and foreshorten all that they do not 
conceal. Thus, it is not a paradox to say, as one 
of thej Paradox Club says, "In apprenticing a boy 
to the most humdrum business, we can guarante, 
hto future, provided he is fairly dishonest”; ore 
’ 86 
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as another of the Club sayg, who maintains the 
superiority of ^ woman to man, f‘/The time is 
approaching when man will have the courage to 
sacrifice himself to his convictions, and refuse to 
drive a woman to the degradation of marrying her 
inferior.” These are extx*avagant sayings, but they 
are not paradoxes. paradox is a saying which, 
by its apparently flat contradiction of what is 
ordinarily taken to be true, forces us to think more 
deeply of the assumptions involved in that ordinary 
thought, as, for instance, the Greek paradox that 
“ the half is often more than the whole.” This 
saying brings vividly before the mind how much 
better it is to set other people fairly thinking for 
themselves on a great question, than to think it 
fully out for them, since in the former case you 
get their minds into activity, and give them a 
motive for keeping up that activity after your 
stimulus is removed ; whereas if you round off 
the process for them and satisfy them, they 
probably relapse into inactivity almost as soon 
as they have followed you bo the end. So, too, 
it was a paradox when Lessing said that if there 
were held out to him in one hand truth, and in the 
other the love of truth, and he might choose freely 
between the two, he would prefer the latter to the 
former, — a paradox which really outparadoxes 
paradox, because it is simply impossible for any 
one who with all his heart desires the truth, to be 
willing to rest in the condition of unsatisfied 
desire, and to forego the attainment of what he 
so profoundly yearns for. But though Lessing’s 
was a paradox which exceeds all legitimate 
paradoxes, and, so to speak, gives itself the He 
in the very moment of utterance, Lessing had, of 



THE USE OF PARADg:t 


37 


course, a real meanir^ in it, and that meaning was 
that the active love of truth (whiej^ far from being 
satiateci and chloroformed into indifference by the 
posscvssion of truth, would only be stimulated to 
propagating the truth found in now fields and to 
the prosecution of new truth) is a far better thing 
than torpid and indolent ^quiescence in true 
propositions, which, though it exercises a man’s 
memory, need not stir a single now ripple of life 
in either his intellect or his heart. Hence, though 
Leswsing’a paradox exceeded the bounds of paradox, 
it answered th(3 purpose of calling attention to the 
essential characteristic of the love of truth, — that 
it is not a wish to possess something that we can 
Iceep within ourselves, but a wish to be possessed 
by something greater and nobler than ourselves. 
In the same way Cardinal Newman was always 
fond of legitimate pai-adox, — though he kept his 
])aradox well within the l^ounds which Lessing per- 
mitted it to pass, — as, for instance, when he said that 
the first condition for the capacity of true spiritual 
love was to be (\ipable of true spiritual hate : — 

And won Ids t thou reach, rash scholars mine, 
liOve’s high uiirutilcd state ? 

Awake ! Thy easy dreams resign, 

First learn tliee how to hate ; — 

Hatred of sin, and /<*al, and tear, 

Lead iiji the holy hill ; 

Track them till Charity appear 
A self-denial still. 

Dim is the philosophic flame, 

* By thought severe unfed : 

Book-lore ne’er served when trial camo. 

Nor gifts, when faith w as dead. 
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The paradox there which dmws attention to tha 
difference between the higher love a.id more kindli- 
ness, or the wish to make every one more comfortable, 
asserts that the former implies all sorts of bitter*' 
self-denial, and often the special self-denial of 
making even those who are dearest very much the 
reverse of comfortaWe, and so it is a very happy 
illustration of what a 2)aradox should be. Probably 
no man has ever been capable of the highest charity 
to whom that highest charity has not at times been 
a self-denial, as it must have been to St. Paul, when 
he first admitted the thought that those whom he 
had, with a good conscience, been persecuting for 
their desertion of orthodox Judaism, were perhaps 
more deeply possessed by the love of God than 
himself. St. Paul was indeed just an instance of 
what Dr. Newman meant by saying, that the power 
to hate truly what is evil must be involved in the 
power to love truly what is good, and must, indeed, 
usually precede the growth of the highest kind of 
love. There is a power to bate in all the noblest 
love, as there is a power to love in all the noblest 
hate, which prevents personal feeling of either kind 
from degenerating into “respect of persons,” — that 
is, into a passion which has regard to the person 
only, and not to the deeper spiritual quality which 
either dignifies or degrades the person. Thus, 
nothing shows more completely the deficiency in 
Shelley^s apparently angelic power of love, than his 
deficiency of the power to hate what is hideous 
in those whom he supposed himself to love. His 
treatment of his friend Hogg, for instance, after 
Hogg^s most disgraceful conciuct towards his wife, 
betrays the elf-like quality of Shelley's character, 
which had not in it the highest capacity of love 
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, because it had not it the highest capacity of 
hate. « 

But the freest use of paradox tor the purjiose of 
calling attention to the truth - which conventional 
common sense misses through the automatic character 
of the habits of mind by which it lives, is to be 
found in some of the greatest of the inspired 
writings. Thus, Isaiah is one of the greatest 
masters of ])oetical paradox in the literature of the 
world ; as, for example, when he enlarges on the 
blessings of affliction or the fertility which is 
engendered in the heart of barren desolation : — 
“Sing, 0 barren, thou that didst not bear; l)roak 
forth into singing, and cry aloud, thou that didst 
not travail with child : for more arc the children of 
the desolate than the children of the mariied wife, 
saith the Lord.” And, again, whore has there been 
a nobler flight of imagination than in the passage 
in which the prophet calls upon those who have no 
money to buy and eat, to buy wine and milk 
“ without money and without price ” ? No other 
language could have made so startling the contrast 
between the poverty of the blessings that arc 
bought with human Avealth, and the riches of those 
which are bought without it, though not without 
lavishing freely the treasures of^the heart and soul. 
But the most fruitful use of paradox that was ever 
made is the use of it made by the Saviour himself 
in words that have probably pierce<l deeper than 
any other words in the Gospel, — “Verily, verily, I 
say unto you, Except a corn of wheat fall into the 
ground and die,^ it abideth alone : but if it die, it 
bringeth forth much fruit. He that loveth his life 
shall lose it ; and he that hateth his life in this 
, world shall keep it unto life eternal.” That is 
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paradox, but paradox whicl\^ opens the deepest 
meanings of life^ instead of paradox which leads 
asti'ay by the extravagance of false analogies. 

The need for paradox is no doubt rooted deep in 
the very nature of the use wo make of language. 
Just as everything that w’e do habitually, we come 
to do automatically, )|^ithout being in any real sense 
conscious of what we do, or even of the purposes in 
the execution of which we first did it, so language 
is no sooner employed habitually than it conies to 
be used as a mere algebra, — to the meaning of 
which we pay no more attention than we pay to 
the particular sounds that go to make uj) the ring- 
ing of a bell which reminds us that certain daily 
duties have to be done. And there is no harm in 
this when the only object of the language is to 
remind us of the mechanical duties wdiich we have 
to discharge ; but, unfortunately, there is harm in it 
when the use to w^hich we ought to turn our words 
is to remind us of the great realities of life, and 
when they fail to do so simply from the narcotic 
influence of habitual use. Then we need aw'akening 
anew to the old significance which lay beneath the 
words which have ceased to exert any magic over 
us ; and nothing awakens the true meaning of 
language like paradox, which, while it ayipears to 
contradict the superficial sense attaching to the 
formulas of our daily life, really points to the 
hidden depth beneath them and the unseen height 
above, and restores to us the freshness and the 
wonder of the thoughts w^hich had shrivelled with 
our constant manipulation of them till they seemed 
to have lost their sap. This function of paradox is 
the same which is ascribed to that divine life itself 
which makes all things new, and which the human 
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poet or creator hurj^bly shares with the creative 
power of God bimself : — ^ 

He found uh when the age had l>ound 
Our souls in its Ijenunihing round ; 

He spoke and loosed our hearts in tears. 

He laid us as we lay at hirth 
On the cool tlowery lapf)f earth, 

Smiles broke, from and we had ease ; 

Tlie liills uere round ns, and the breeze 
Went o’er the sunlit fields again ; 

Our foreheads felt the wind and rain. 

Our youth r^*fiirne<-l ; for there was shed 
On .spirits that had k*ng been dead, 

Spirits dried uj) and closely fiiiTd, 

The 1‘resliness of tlie early world. 
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IS IRONY A FORM OF THE LUDICROUS? 

In the interesting paper on “The Theory of the 
Ludicrous” which Mi. Lilly contributes to the May 
number of the FortnUjlitly Revieu\ he gives us 
twenty-one species of the genus “Ludicrous,” as well 
as Schopenhauer’s acute cvplanation of the essential 
character of the livlicrous, in which he concurs. 
According to »Schopcnhauer, if I undei stand him 
rightly, — like most German thinkers he is a little 
too technical to be perfectly lucid, — there is always 
something ])aradoxical in the ludicrous, and what 
causes laugliter is the ie.ili8ing of the jiaradox in 
the same instant in which you also realise liow truly 
from one point of view, and one only, those objects 
are related to each other which from every other 
point of view are essentially incongruous. For 
instance, when Hood says, in “Miss Kilmansegg 
and her Precious Leg,” that MLs Kilmansegg was 
killed — 

By A golden weapon not oaken. 

In the morning they found her all alone 
Dead and bloody and cold fis stone, 

For the leg, the golden leg was gone, 

And the golden bowl was broken, — 

the essence of the ludicrous element in the passage 
is the contrast between the meaning of the word 
42 
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“ golden '* as applio^ji to the golden bowl, and the 
game word as «.ppHod to a manufactured object like 
the golden leg, although both, in a diifeicnt sense, 
were really precious. And again, when Hood says 
a little farther on — 

Gold, still gold, It haunted lier yet, 

» At the Golden Lion the ttuiuiist met, 

Its foi email a (\irver and Gildoi 
And the jury delated trom len to Uikv, 

And they hi ought it ui astdo i>c 
Because her own leg had killed liei, — 

Schopenhauer would regard the essence of the 
ludicioub in tlnit verse as the paiadox of treating 
the use of her golden leg as the instrument of hei 
murder, just as if she were quite as personally 
re'jponsible for what that lump of gold had effected 
as she would have been if it had been an organic 
part of her own body. Well, that no doubt is a 
perfectly true account of the essential element in 
eveiy thing ludicrous. To give another example of 
the bame incongruous mixture of likeness and 
unlikoness — Dickciib describes a London mother as 
seizing on her naughty child, and that seizure as 
being followed “by a rapid succession of sharp 
sounds resembling ajiplause,’' resulting in the dis- 
covery of the child on the coolest paving-stone of 
the court, “ w'^eeping bitterly and loudly lamenting.” 
Here the ludicrous element in the passage is the 
really close connection and yet striking contiast 
between the sound (d applause and ilie sound of a 
particular kind of humiliating punishment applied 
to a naughty child, Schopenhauer’s analysis of the 
ludicrous is essentially sound, though he makes it 
needlessly pedantic by his use of such words as 
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“ concept ” and “ aubsumptioii ” in relation to so 
very simple and ^elementary a mattf^r. To take a 
third and still simpler instance of the ludicrous, a 
man who was watching the motions of a herd of 
cows saw one of them running very fast down hill 
suddenly turn a complete somersault, and the 
startling contrast between the lumbering tigure and 
the motion of the cow and the apparent agility of 
the feat, set him olV into a fit of laughter from 
which he found it hard to recover — the clumsiness 
and the apparent agility were at once so inconsistent 
with each other and yet so closely united in the 
same physical act. In Jill these cases Schopenhauer^s 
explanation of the essential character of the ludicrous 
applies strictly. 

But is it not also essential to the ludicrousness 
of any paradox that the incongruity should be, or 
should ' at all events appear to be, real and not 
merely apparent ? I ask this question because Mr. 
Lilly includes irony among the species of the 
ludicrous ; whereas the higher irony — irony such as 
we sometimes find iu Carlyle and sometimes in 
Swift, irony such as we find in Sophocles, irony such 
as we find in Elijah and Isaiah — seems to me not 
in any sense ludicrou.i, but in the highe.st sense 
sublime or even pathetic. Must it not be said that 
where the analogy which furnishes the principle of 
the likeness goes much deeper than the superficial 
paradox which furnishes the basis of the contrast, — 
and this is always the case in the higher irony, — 
the effect is not ludicrous at all, and may be even 
profoundly and overpoworingly solemn, like that 
stroke of the two-edged sword which divides asunder 
spirit and Hesh ? When Elijah taunted the priests 
of Baal with the suggestion that their god was 
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probably on a jounyjy, and that they would have 
to shriek muclvlouder to gain his attention to their 
prayers, if indeed they could gain it at all, surely 
the irony Avas not a species of the ludicrous, but a 
species of the most sublime invective, as it proved 
itself to be when it excited the priests of Baal to 
self-torture in order that, th^y might arrest their 
god’s attention. To ensure any paradox containing 
the essence of the ludicrous, the analogy must be 
more apparent than real, and the paradox essentially 
real and not lueroly apparent, fii all ludicrous 
conceptions the incongruity is of the essence of the 
situation, and the congruity is purely superficial. 
It is the incongruity as brought out by the merely 
superficial congruity which excites the laughter. 
But in all the eases of piercing irony the real 
resemblance is far dec])cr than the superficio.1 
coiiti'ast. Even when an idle boy translated 
“Ignavia” ‘‘ignorance,” and the master interposed, 
“ No, sir, but the cunne of ignorance,” the irony was 
not a signal for laughter, l»ut for serious reflection 
in those who could at all a]Dpreciate its force ; and 
that is but a very feeble illustration of the depth 
to v/hich irony often goes in cutting to the heart of 
hearts. Bishoj) Thirlwall, in his striking essay on 
the irony of Sophocles, gives many illustrations of 
the depth and poignancy of that attitude of mind ; 
and I should say that in its higher phases it ))asses 
quite out of the category of the ludicrous into a 
region far beyond the play of the fancy or the 
imagination, and may be said rathei’ to draw blood 
than to excite laughter. May I not call it an in- 
stance of the very highest irony when our Lord 
replies to the request of the sons of Zebedee, that 
they might sit the one on His right hand and the 
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Other on His left in His kingdom, “ Ye know not 
what ye ask. Aie ye able to drink of the cup 
that I shall drink of, and to be baptized with the 
baptism that I am baptized with ? ” And when 
they assure Him that they are, He goes on sadly : 
“Ye shall diink indeed of my cup, and be baptized 
with the baptism tha^ I am baptized with : but to 
sit on ray right hand, and on my left, is not mine to 
give, but it shall be given to them for whom it is 
prepared of my Father.*^ No irony can be deeper 
than that, and yet instead of exciting laughter it 
goes far deeper than the source of tears. 

No doubt there is a kind of bitter irony, such 
irony as Heinrich Heine’s, which is piercing irony, 
and yet in some sense ludicious, because while the 
depth of the analogy between veiy closely related 
ideas is undeniable, Heine manages to make the 
supeificial contrast so striking and emphatic that the 
incongruity predominates for the moment ovei the 
radical resemblance. Matthew Arnold said of him 
in some of his clumsiest, but also his most searching 
verse : — 

The Spirit of the Woild 
Beholding the alwuidi^^y of men, 

Their vaunts, then feats, — let a *«r<lonic smile 
For one short moment wander o*er hu lips. 

7 hat mile was Heine/ For its earthly hour 
The strange guest sparkled ; now, ’tis pass’d away. 

And that was true enough. Heine’s irony was the 
keenest irony, and yet he rioted so in the mere sense 
of the absurd, that he mixed absurdities with his 
deepest and truest irony (as also did Swift), but 
none the less, if you examine Heine’s best irony, 
you will find the absurdity adventitious and easily 
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removable ; while thg depth of the analogy on which 
he strikes is re^l and serious enough. For example, 
take the following given by Matthew Arnold as an 
example of Heine’s indomitable ironic spirit • — 

I have said he was not pre-eminently brave, but m 
the astonishing force of spirit with which he retained Ins 
activity of mind, even his gaiety, amid all his suffering, 
and went on composing with undiniinished fire to the last, 
be was truly bravo Nothing (ould clog that aenal 
lightness “ Pouvez-voas siffler i his doctor asked him one 
day when ho wa®- almost at liis last g inp , — “ eiflier,” as 
everyone knowh, has the double meaning of to whistle 
and to hiss. — “ lleJas 1 non,*' was las whispered answer; 
“ pas meme une com^die de M. Scribe ’ ’* M Scrilie is, or 
was the favouiilo dramatist of the French Philistine. 

The sarcasm at M. Scribe is very bitter and 
laughable, but Heine’s attack upon himself as wish- 
ing to expend his very last breath in hissing a bad 
French play Avas sadder and more trenchant irony 
than any sarcasm on M. Scribe. Irony, as a rule, is 
not ludicrous. Tt is ludicrous only when it touches 
very trivial subjects. Its deeper stroke is not only 
serious, it is often profoundly tragic. Hence, though 
irony may be and often is a form of the ludicrous, 
it is only the lightei specimens of it which can be so 
tfeated. The deepest irony is not a provocative to 
laughter, for it often goes too deep for tears 



THE GENIUS OF DICKENS 

While all English-speaking peoples to whom the 
telegraph has carried the sad news of the death 
of Dickens are realising for the first time how vast 
a fund of enjoyment they owe to him, and how 
much happier than their fathers they have been in 
living in the time when Dickens gave a new province 
to English literature and iioav resources to English 
speech, it. is the natural time to ask ourselves how 
we should all be mourning if, with the final vanish- 
ing of his figure from amongst us, it wmre inevitable 
for the innumerable crowd of Dickens’s wliimsical 
creations to be totally obliterated from our minds. 
Let ari}^ man seriously number the acquaintancefi, 
the continual right of personal intercourse with whom 
he would buy at the cost of renouncing for ever the 
acquaintance of Dickens’s best creations, and he will 
soon become conscious of the greatness of the sacrifice 
which would be required of him. How many of our 
friends should we not give up before letting loose 
our hold on Mrs. Nickleby and the old gentleman 
who tossed vegetable marrows over her garden wall ? 
How many of our servants would receive warning 
before we consented to discharge the Marchioness ” 
from our memory, and forfeited for ev|^r our vested 
rights in Sam Weller and Job Trotter ? How many 
48 



THE GENIUS OF DICKENS 


49 


schoolmasters would ifttain their schools if parents 
had to choose between their closin^their doors and 
the final breaking-up of Dr. Blimber's and his 
successor in their minds ? Where is the caller 
whose cards we would not consent never to see 
again, rather than lose the picture of the pack Mr. 
Toots used to leave “for Mr. Dombey,” “for Mrs. 
Dombey,'’ “ for Miss Dombey 1 Would not 
London sacrifice fifty real boarding-houses without a 
sigh, rather than lose its “ Todger's ” ? And where 
is the poimlar preacher, however large his tabernacle, 
whom England would not surrender with resignation 
rather than surrender the memory — fragrant, of 
much rarer and more delightful odours than pine- 
apple rum-and- water — of the immortal Shepherd ? 
UTiich of our thieves and housebreakers should we 
not bo inclined to pardon by acclamation rather than 
sentence cither Charley Elites or the Dodger to 
intellectual transportation for life? Would not 
even America — libelled America — part with many 
an eminent candidate for the next Presidency rather 
than lose its Pogram, or its Hominy, or its Jefferson 
Brick ? How long we might go on with such a list 
of alternatives I dare not even try to calculate, but 
r am certain that T am speaking well within the 
mark w^hen I say that there are at least a hundred 
of Dickens’s figures in every reading Englishman’s 
mind, no one of whom would he consent to lose to 
keep the acquaintance of one-half of the living men 
whom he w-ould speak to with friendly greeting if he 
met them in the streets. And if you add to the 
definite loss of typical forms, the even greater 
indefinite loss in the sense of humour which these 
creatures have stimulated, or even generated, in 
otherwise dull-minded, matter-of-fact Britons, the 
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debt of ever-accumulating wealth which we 

owe to the wo’’ks of the great mi\i\ who has just 
left us becomes immeasurable. 

What was the secret — if it be possible in any 
brief way to describe the secret- of a genius so 
rich to overflow'ing in the creation of English typos 
of humour ? MainJry it was, I think, due to three 
great literary gifts combined, — a sense of humoui* 
as delicate as Charles Lamb’s, and much more 
inventive and active, which was at the basis of 
Dickens’s genius, and by which ho .wted his concep- 
tions ; a power of observation so enormous that he 
could photograph almost everything he saw ; and, 
perhaps, partly as the result of these two powers in 
combination, but partly, it may be, of some others, 
a marvellous faculty of multiplying at will, and yet 
with an infinity of minute variety, new illustrations 
of any trait the type of which he had once mastered. 
Indeed, just as the great mystery of physiology is 
said to be how a single living cell multiplied itself 
into a tissue composed of an indelinite numb(ir of 
similar cells, so the great intellectual mystcjy of 
Dickens’s fertile genius was his power of reduplicating 
a single humorous conception of character into an 
elaborate structure of strictly analogous conceptions. 
His greatest successes have always been g;iined on 
types of some complexity, such as that smart, im- 
pudent cockney, be it serving-boy, or scirving-nian, 
or julveiiturer, which is the basis of such characters 
as Bailey Junior’s, Sam Weller’s, Jingle’s, and 
several others ; and liis greatest failures have been 
maiie on attem])ts to convert individual iieculiarities, 
like Mr. daggers’ habit of biting his thumb, or Mr, 
Cavker’s of showing his teeth, into the keynote of a 
character. But take whi«;h of his books you will^ 
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from tho first to the gne of which fc publication 
had only just re^^ched its third r at his death, 

and you will find tho same secret of success and 
failure, — the former, the secret of success, in- 
exhaustible power of illustiating an adequately 
conceived physical type of character, such as Mrs. 
Cam]), or Mr. Pecksniff, or Mr* Squcers, or either 
of the Wellers, or Mr. Winkle, or the Marchioness, 
or Miss MiiZgs, or Mr. Toots, or Mrs. Pipchin, or 
Noah Claypole, or Pradley Headstone, or Mr. V'enus, 
— the latter, tho secret of failure, a monotonous re- 
j)etition of some trait too individual to admit of any 
adequate variety, and whi(*h consequently becomes 
the mere incarnation of a bodily habit, or trick, 
such as the Fat Hoy, and »Joe Willett, and the 
brothers Cheeryble, and Cousin Feenix, and Mr. 
daggers, and “the Analytical Chemist,’^ and a number 
of others. But whether a success or a failure, Mr. 
Dickens’s charactei s are invariably structures raised 
by his liumour on a single physical aspect. Sam 
\\'(iller is ahvays the smart or iinpudeiir cockney 
serving- man, - - everything he says corresponds 
exactly with Mr, DickeTis’s fii>t descri])tion of him 
iis the sharj) boots in the Borough iun, with a 
loose, red, neck -handkerchief round his nock, and 
an old white hat stuck awry on his head ; l\lrs. 
Cam]) is ahvays the snutly old monthly nurse ; the 
Marchioness always the keen-witted, stunted child- 
servant ; Mr. l^ecksuiH' ahvays the candid hypociite 
looking over a high wall of collar : and so on with 
all his characters. There is not, so far as I renieinbcr, 
a single successful cbaractei’ in all Dickens’s works 
of which you could conceive more than one as]»ect. 
Mr. Swivoller is ahvays I'oy storing, good-natured 
and sentinicntal ; Mr. Toots ahvays noi vous, good* 
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uatured, and idiotic; Dr. Blynber always pompous^ 
patronising, a^d school- mas teriKsh ; Miss Miggs ' 
always spiteful, vain, and cunning; Mr. Silas Wegg 
always sly, calculating, and quoting sentimental 
ballads ; Mr. Venus always low-spirited, weak-eyed, 
and anatomical ; and so forth. The groat and 
unfailing wonder is# how any novel-writer who gives 
so absolutely identical a tone to all the characters 
he conceives, manages to make them so full to over- 
flowing of fresh vitality and infinite humour. No 
one ever gets tired of Dick Swivoller, or Bailey 
Junior, or Mr. Pecksniff, or Mrs. Gamp, or old Mr. 
Weller, or Fanny Squeers, or Mr. Lilly vick, or 
Sawyer late Knockemorf, or Barriaby Rudge and his 
raven, or Simon Tapper tit, or even of Jenny Wren. 
And it is marvellous that it should be so, for all 
these are always precisely consistent with the first 
glimpse we get of them ; and with any genius less 
rich in variations on the same air than Dickenses we 
should be sick of them in no time. 

But then no writer ever had the ]Kkwor which 
Dickens had of developing the same fundamental 
conception in so infinitely humorous a variety of 
form. Hunt through all Mrs. Gainp\s monthly- 
nurse disquisition, and you will never find there a 
repetition, — excepting always in those great land- 
marks of the conception, the vast selfishness and. 
self-admiration, the permanent <lesire to have the i 
bottle left on “ the chimley })iece ” for use “ when 
so dispoged,” and the mutual confidence between 
her and her mythical friend Mrs. Harris. With 
these necessary exceptions there is not one single 
repetition of a speech or a maxim. The central 
cell, as I may call it, of the character has 
multiplied itself a thomsaudfold without a single 
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echo of an old idea. The marvel of Dickens is the 
exquisite ease, perfect physmal consistency, and yet 
wonderful variety of paths by which lie always 
makes his characters glide buck into their leading 
trait. His greater characters ai e perfect labyrinths 
of novel autobiograj)hicaI experience, all loading 
back to the same central cey. Mrs. Gamp, for 
instance, is barely introduced before she introduces 
also to the reader her great and original contrivance 
for praising bei self, and intimating decently to all 
the world the various stipulations on which alone 
she agrees to “sick or monthly,^’ — that intimate 
fiieiid whose sayings cannot be verified by direct 
reference to herself, because she is in reality only 
the reflex form of No. 1, — Mrs. Ifarrin. “Mrs. 
Gamp,” says this imaginary lady, as reported by 
Mrs. Garnp herself, “if ever there was a sober 
creetur to be got at eighteen ponce a day for 
working-]5Coplc and three-and-six for gentlefolks, — 
night- watching,” said Mrs. Gamp with emphasis, 
“ being an extra charge, you are that inwalablc 
person.” “ Mrs. Harris,” I says to her, “ don’t name 
th(3 charge, for if I could afford fo lay all my fellow- 
creelurs out for nothinkj I would gladly do it, sech is 
the love I bears ’em.” But this, we need hardly 
say, is a great humourist’s creation mi a hint from 
human life, and not human life itself. Any actual 
Mrs. Gamp no doubt might have invented sayings 
for actual friends of her own, but would never have 
indulged in the intellectual audacity of reproducing 
herself as her own best friend, and investing her 
with another name and a great variety of imaginary 
babies. And so, too, it is the great humourist, and 
not Mrs. Gamp, who answers so generously for her 
willingness “to lay all my fellow-croeturs out for 
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nothink, sech is the love 1 b^ars ’em.” Note, too, 
the inexhaustible humour with which Dickens makes 
her slide back with the utmost naturalness and 
quite involuntarily into the provision for her own 
wants and the recollection of her own history, when 
she is apparently consulting for the comfort of others. 
She is making tea^^for Mrs. Jonas Chuzzlewit : — 
“ And quite a family it is to make tea for,” said Mrs. 
Gamp, “ and wot a hapihncss to do it! My good young 
woman,” to the servant-girl, “ p’raps somebody would 
like to try a new-laid egg or two not biled too hard. 
Likeways a few lounds of buttered toast, first cuiihi^ 
off the crusty in consequence of tcmler teeth, which (lamp 
himself, Mrs. Chuzzlewit, at one blow, being in 
liquor, struck out four, two single and two double, 
as was took by Mrs. Hairis for a keepsake, and is 
carried in her pocket at the })resenl hour, along 
with two cramp bones, a bit of ginger, and a grater, 
like a blessed infant’s shoe, in tin, with a little heel 
to put the nutmeg in, as many times I’ve seen and 
said atid used for caudle when required within the 
month.” 

The iiilinite number of avenues by which Mr. 
Dickens makes Mrs. Gamp, as Hegel would say, 
return unto herself, and the absolutely inexhaustible 
number of physical illustrations all of the monthly- 
nurse kind, by which she effects it, are the key- 
notes to his genius. Watch him with Mr. Pecksniff, 
or Bailey Junior, or old Weller the coachman, — 
a perfectly typical instance is his wonderful account 
of his second wife’s death, “ paying the last pike at 
a quarter past six,” and of the condign punishment 
administered to Mr. Stiggins ; or watch him with 
Mr. Venus, or Mr. Honey thunder, or where you will, 
you will always note the same method, a central 
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type out of which his^mind creates all sorts of con- 
ceivable, and, tQ any one but himself, inconceivable, 
but always consistent, varieties, cacTi and all of them 
full of the minutest knowledge of life, and therefore 
never wearying the reader. His power is like that 
of a moral kaleidoscope, all the various fragments 
of colour being sup}>lied by gctual experience, so 
that when you turn and turn it, and get ever new 
combinations, you never seem to get away from 
actual life, but alwjiys to bo concerned with the 
most common-place of common-place realities. All 
the while, however, you arc really running the 
changes on a single conception, but with so vast a 
power of illustration from the minutest experience, 
that you are deceived into thinking that you are 
dealing with a real being.- Of coiir.se, no man ever 
really ])rotcnded to be so scrupulously candid as Mr. 
Pccksuiir when he complained, “ I have been struck 
this day with a walking-sticlc, which 1 have eury reason 
to believe has knobs on it, on that delicate and 
exquisite portion of the human anatomy, the brain ” ; 
nor was there ever any one so porsi.stently desirous 
of finding disagreeable circuniotaiices under which 
it would be a credit to bo jolly, as Mark Taydey. 
This is the idealism of the author, idealism only 
disguised by the infinite resource of common 
physical detail with which he illustrates it. How 
little of a realist Dickens actually was in his creations 
of character may be seen whenever he attempts to 
deal with an ordinary man or woman, like Nicholas 
or Kate Nickleby, or again David Copperfield, who 
is to me quite as little real as Nicholas Nickleby, 
even though intended, as has always been said, for 
the author himself. Mortimer Idghtwood and 
Eugene Wray burn, in Ou?' Mutual Friend^ are 
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deplorable failures, and the worthy minor Canon in 
The Mystery of Edwin Drood ptomised to be so too. 
The infinite muKiplications of detiiiled illustrations 
of a single humorous type has always been Mi\ 
Dickens’s real secret of power. A realist as regards 
Imnan nature he nevei* was at all. 

But it will be asked where, then, is the secret of 
Dickens’s pathos, sucK pathos as that with which he 
describes little Paul Dombey’s death, or Nancy’s 
murder ? Can that really come under such a rationale 
of his genius as I have given ? In the first place, I 
do not believe that Dickens’s pathos is by any means 
his strong side. He sj>oils his best touches by his 
heavy hand in harping on them. Even in the death 
of little Paul, a great deal too much is made of 
a very natural touch in itself, — the child’s languid 
interest in the return of the golden ripple to the wall 
at sunset, and his fancy that he was floating with the 
river to the sea. Dickens is so obviously delighted 
with himself for this picturesque piece of sentiment, 
that he quite fondles his own conception. He used 
to give it even more of the same efiect of high-strung 
sentimental melodrama, in readiiig or reciting it, 
than the written story itself contains. I well 
remember the mode in which he used to read, The 
gohlen ripple on the wall came back again, and 
nothing else stirred in the room. The old, old 
fashion ! The fashion that came in with our first 
garments, and will last unchanged till our race has 
run its course, and the wide firmament is rolled up 
like a scroll The old, old fashion — Death ! Oh, 
thank Ood, all who see it, for that older fashion 
yet of Immortality I And look upon us, angels of 
young children, with regards not quite estranged 
when the swift river bears us to the ocean.” It was 
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precisely the pathos of the Adelphi Theatre, and 
made the most painful impression o^ pathos feasting 
on itself. I more than doubt, then, whether Dickens 
can be called a great master of pathos at all. There 
is no true lyrical, no poetic touch aliout his ])athos; 
it is, in the main, the overstrained pathos of melo- 
drama. And that precisely ag^es with my estimate 
of what ho was greatest in. He could always 
abstract any single trait of human life, and collect 
round it all sorts of natural physical details. Just 
so, he describes the pity excited by little Paul’s 
death, and frames his death -bed, as it were, in 
those gradual changes from light to shade, and shade 
to light, which take up so much of the perceptive 
power of a dying child. Of course, however, in all 
Dickens’s attempts to describe, he describes with the 
intensity of genius. No one can fail to feel horror 
at the description of Sikes’s feelings as he wanders 
about with his dog after the murder of Nancy. In 
the delineation of remorse he is, too, much nearer 
the truth of nature than in the delineation of grief. 
True grief needs the most delicate hand to delineate 
truly. A touch too much, ami you perceive ' air 
aflectation, and, therefore, miss the whole eft'ect of 
bereavement. But remorse when it is genuine is 
one of the simplest of passions, and the most difficult 
to overpaint. Dickens, with his singular power of 
lavishing himself on one mood, has given some vivid 
pictures of this jiassion which deserve to live. Still 
this is the exception which proves the rule. Ho 
can delineate remorse for murder because there is 
so little limit to the feeling, so little danger of 
passing from the true to the falsetto tone. In 
general there is no delicate painting of emotion in 
Dickens. His love-passages arc simply detestable. 
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Ey far his greatest success, h(V'c, is the mixture of 
profound love with worship which poor Smike feels 
from afar for the sister of his friend, because in that 
picture a certain amount of restraint was imposed on 
the somewhat vulgar tenderness in which his heroes 
and hei’oiTios otherwise delight. But this failure 
to depict any of the ribtler emotions in their purest 
form, like his failure to depict single real character, 
as distinguished from his impersonation of a certain 
abstract type, vsm*ely confirms the impression that it 
is as a humourist, and as a humourist alone, that 
Dickens will be immortal. Ho drew one or two 
real moods of Fcioling with singular intensity, but 
fell into melodrama where delicacy of discrimiriation 
was requisite ; but he could always accumulate 
round a single abstract tyj)c the most wonderful 
wealth of humorous illustration in the utmost detail, 
and it is his figures of this kind which will live for 
over, not as men, but as impersonations. Moliere’s 
Tartnfie is i)oor and thin compared with Dickojis's 
Pecksiiiii'. 



WHAT IS HlJMO(J.R? 

Tnr: (ILscussions, of which l.herc have been somo 
specimens in the Hpreiafor, and many nif)re ol whore, 
as to the true characteristic of Chailes Dickenses 
literary jiower, betray the usual dillicnlty in dis~ 
criniinatin^i; the tj’uo limits of humour and of its 
various suboidiriate species. I have even heai'd it 
denied by men of very acute and highly disciplined 
powers, that Dickens was in any sense a humourist 
of a high class ; and when I have asked what then 
his genius really consisted in, I have been told that 
it lay in his w(niderful command of ludicrous con- 
co])tions, but that the command of ludicrous 
conceptions is quite a dist.inct thiiig from true 
humour, which is founded iii a knowledge of human 
nature ; while a command of the ludicrous, such as 
Dickens displayed, may be based on little more 
than a strong feeling for all sorts of incongruities, 
and great fertility in inventing and varying thorn. 
I confess that such a distinction as this seems to 
me quite untenable, and that in any sense in which 
we can call Shakespeare one of the greatest of 
humourists, or Moliere a great humourist, or Swift 
a great humourist, or Jane Austen or Thackeray 
great humourists, the genius of Dickens displayed 
5D 
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a humour richer and higher tjjan the highest kind 
attained by any^^of those, though ,$oine of them 
were, of course, as far above Dickens in general 
intellectual strength as Dickens was above Horace 
Smith or Mias Burney. 

I do not believe that there can be found any 
definition of humour^ which will l>old water for a 
moment that will either draw a clear and impassable 
line between wit and humour, or between humoui’ 
and any other subdivision of the faculty of the 
ludicrous. All that keenly excites our sense of 
incongruity comes in one way or other under the 
same head, and it is the sense of the incongruous — 
whether in that thinnest and most superficial shape 
of puns or verbal tricks and artifices which form 
the staple of our worst burlesques, or in the highest 
of all forms in which the incongruity is brought 
homo to the very roots of human \mssion and 
emotion — which constitutes the essence of every 
witty, humorous, or ludicrous feat. When Pope, 
parodying Sir John Denham’s dcscri})tion of the 
Thames in his poem on Cooper’s Hill, likened 
Wei stead to a current of thin beei* — 


So sweetly maw'kish and so smoothly dull, 

Heady, not strong, and foaming though not full — 


lie gave what would be ordinarily called a tolerable 
illustration of smartness in invective, — in other 
words, of the lower order of satirical wit. The 
pungency, such as it is, of such a couplet as this as 
clearly consists in the various incongruities bound 
up together, in the comparison between the beauties 
of a flowing river and the muddy drippings of 
beer -barrel, or again, in the contrast between the 
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noble rapids of a fu^l |)oetic genius and the frothy 
eddies of a duU and vapid sentimentalism, — as does 
Thackeray’s fine stroke of humour when he makes 
Becky, in the bitterest remorse for her own mis- 
calculations, exclaim dolorously to Sir Pitt Crawley, 
when he is on his knees begging her to become his 
wife, “ Oh, Sir Pitt, Pm m^ried already ! ” The 
difference between ihe two cases is that the 
incongruity which Thackeray delineates with his 
usual swift and bitter strokes, is the incongruity of 
the heart, the incongruity between the suggested 
feeling of l emorsc and Becky’s selfish self-reproach, 
while the couplet in Pope contains nothing more 
but a. careful incongruity of molaphors and of 
literary proportions. Burlesque, travesty, cari- 
cature, j)aro(ly, satire, contemptuous para])lo of that 
grim and saturnine kind in wdiich KSwift was so great 
a master, and, finally, the humour rooted in the 
deepest and most delicate sense of tlie iriconsist- 
cncios of human motive and feeling, are all 
vaiieties of the same genus, essays in incongruity 
by minds more or less susceptible to the pleasant, 
shock caused by various shades of iricuiigruity. 
Wlujii [fjimlet follows in imagination the uo))lo dusi, 
of Alexander till ho finds it stopping ii biirighole, 
he is in precisely the mood of mind whicli gives 
birth to humour ; and if it does not exactly touch 
the springs of laughter, it is only because the con- 
tra^5ts between the humiliation of the flesh and the 
triumphs of the spirit have in all ages been so 
much the theme of meditation that we have ceased 
to feel the incongruity as a aurprl.^-r, which is an 
absolute condition of the specific effect of either wit 
or humour. 

The difference so deeply felt hetween a wit and 
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u humourist consists only, I believe, in the greater 
degree of sharp intellectual paradox; on the one 
hand, or of the paradox of personal and subjective 
feeling on the other, which is at the basis of the 
surprise. When Voltaire described taking medicine 
as ^‘putting drugs of which we know little into our 
bodies of which avc tcnow less,” the whole form of 
the criticism was sharply iutellcctual, and involved 
exceedingly little, if any, of that rapid gliding from 
one personal and subjective jdiase of feeling to 
another of an opposite kind to which it stands in 
paradoxical contrast, which is of the essence of 
humour. Dui when Coleridge, in his bitter attack 
on somebody porter, asserted that “dregs from 
the bottom half-way up and froth from the top 
half-way down constituted Perkins Kntire,” that 
was a flash half-way between wdt and humour. Tlie 
theoretical accuracy of the exposition, the satire 
implied in the contrast between the s])urious codj- 
bination of dregs and froth and the wand Entire 
(inleypr), which expresses specitically w’holeness and 
soundness of essence, were all wha.t we should call 
wit ; but the ripple of personal feeling in passing 
from tlie disgust of a thirsty man who has found 
his porter all undrinkable, to so intellectual a form 
of invective oh it, is of the very essence of humour. 
Again, Charles T.imt/s ti})sy delight wdieii the 
Cumberland stamp-distributoi' said ilia! Shakespeare 
w\as a very clever man, deliglit wliicJi he displayed 
by lighting a bed-candle, dancing round him and 
calling out, “ Allow me to liave a look at that 
gentleman’s organs,” while Wordsw^orth, in utter 
horror, tried to restrain him by reiterating, “ Cliarles, 
my dear Charles ! ” w'as pure humour. There 
was hardly any intellectual operation involved 
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in the matter at all^ only the rapid transition of 
Lamb’s own pei^onal feeling from sleepy indifrerenco 
to the most vivid curiosity on hearing so sill^ a 
remark. Where any other man would sim])ly have 
laughed, Lamb, in spite of his soporiHc brandy- 
and-water, was apparently stimulated into the most 
intense desire to explore th^ sources of such a 
moral enigma ; and the humour lies in his having 
realised the absurdity of the remark so much more 
vividly than he realised the conventional restraints 
imposed by social habits, that he could only ignore 
the latter altogether in his delight at findiTig a fine 
specimen of the literary idiot. So, ngain, Lamb's 
ready answer to the Highgate omnibus conductor, 
^vho put his head in to ask, “ All full inside ? ’’ when 
Tjamb was half asleep in the corner, — “ 1 really can't 
answer for t.he other ladies and gentlemen, but that 
last piece of jniilding at Mrs. Gilman's did the 
business for me, ' was so humorous, not Irom the 
ready pun on the meaning of the conductor, but 
from the picture it presents to us of the interior 
mind of Charles Ijamb, gravely assuming that the 
question was ilii’ected to the state of his stomneh, 
and of the impulse of j)erfuct candour whhth 
a])peared to induce him to make this frank con 
fession 1o the asscnibl(‘(l company. 

Now, applying thts distiintion between the 
tickling of the intellectual sense of incongruity 
involvo( in pure wii, and the ready transition fjom 
one condition of ijcrsonal feeling to another almost 
inconceivable in close connection with it which is 
implied in humour, in the case of JMr. Dickens, I 
think T may fairly say thattheie was comparatively 
little of the wit, and a truly astounding amount of 
the humouiist in him, Even his poorest successes, 
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the successes in the way of parody and travesty 
with which he ^opened the lHckw?ck Papers, are 
feats of humour ; for instance, “ There sat the man 
who had traced to their source the mighty ponds of 
Hampstead, and enlightened the scientific world 
with his theory of tittlebats, as calm and unmoved 
as the silent waters of the one on a frosty day, or a 
solitary specimen of tlie other in the inmost recesses 
of an earthen jar,’^ — even this is humouT*, though 
humour of a comparatively poor kind. The con- 
tempt with which Dickons enters into the ostenta- 
tious rhetoric of charlatan science, the skill with 
which he chooses the illustrations most humiliaHng 
to it, and the high-sounding gravity with which ho 
conducts his elaborate metaphors to a close, all 
transport you to the interior of hi.s mind, and make 
you experience foi* yourself the slight moral shock 
with Avhich you find the grandeur of the Parlia- 
mentary and the spurious scientific style of oratory 
undermined and toppling down into very closely 
.^allied nonsense. Just the same somewhat superficial 
but very lively humour pervades the whole of the 
admirable American parodies in Martin Ckur.zlnoil. 
When Mr. Putnam Smif writes “ that every alligator 
basking in the slime is in him.solf an F]pic self- 
contained,” or Miss Codger dilates on the thnlling 
nature of the impressions on her feelings with which 
she finds herself introduced “ to a Pogram by a 
Hominy,” but asks herself why she calls them hei* 
feelings, or why iinpresscd they are, or if impressed 
they are at all, “or if there really is, oh, gasping 
one ! a Pogram or a Hominy or any active principle 
to which wo give those titles,” the humour surely 
consists in the exhibition of that close affinity between 
inflated intellectual ambition and positive idiocy, 
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which by happy and^easy touches of exaggeration 
the humourist r^pnders so glaring. ^ The humourist, 
I believe, as distinguished from the wit, always 
moves on the inner lino of impulse and motive, always 
identifies himself more or less with the secret springs 
of paradox, always plays on the moral paradoxes of 
the mind within ; while the ^^^t occupies a critical 
and external position, and makes his play with the 
cross-purposes and antitheses he discovers in the field 
of external thought or action. The most decisive note 
of the former is the preference for speaking by the 
ve»y mouth of the ])ersoii to be made ludicrous, of 
the latter the preference for launching crit icirtnis at 
him from the outside. Where humour and wit are 
blended, as they so often are, the procedure is double, 
as in the saying of Coleridge 1 have analysed 
above; there is, in the first place, a sharp intel- 
lectual paradox to excite amusement ; and then, 
when wo pass beneath it to the play of feeling and 
motive in the mind of the wit, we find grotesque 
contrasts of moral scenery which are more amusing 
still, because they display humour as well as 
wit. 

And if Dickens may fairly be called a great 
humourist in his moods of burlesque and travesty, 
such as those in the early part of Pickwick and of 
the American j^ortion of Martin Chnzdcwit^ he is 
infinitely more so in those moods in which be 
displays the plausibilities and falsehoods of human 
nature through the mouths of his chief favourites, 
his ideal vulgarities or impostures, Noah Claypole, 
Mrs. Gamp, Mr. Pecksnitr It will be assorted by 
some that this is not true humour, because these 
puppets of Dickens’s are not real characters, because 
; they are only glorified abstractions of cowardice, 
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vanity, selfishness, and hypocrisy, and are free from 
all the inconsistencies of actual human nature. 
Doubtless they are not real men and women in the 
sense in which Shakospoare^s characters, or Miss 
Austen’s, or George Eliot’s are real men and women. 
But I deny that this is in any way necessary for 
the purposes of a hpinourist. All that a humourist, 
as a humourist, can bo expected to do, in order to 
attain the very perfection of humour, is to bring out 
perfectly the true moral absurdities and paradoxes 
in human nature ; and this may bo done as per- 
fectly, — 1 believe more perfectly, so far as the 
humorous efibet alone goes, — with a careful selec- 
tion of moral qualities and a certain amount of subtle 
exaggeration of them, than it could be done with 
real men and women. Delightful as is the humour 
with which the birth-proud, purse-proud) and empty- 
headed liady Catherine de Bourgh is painted in Miss 
Austen’s - Fride and Prejudice ^ — when she says, for 
instance, to the heroine, “I take no leave of you, 
Miss Bennet, I send no compliments to your mother^ 
you deserve no such attention. I am most seriously 
displeased,” — the feat of humour as such is not 
enhanced ))y the fact that Lady Catherine through- 
out is always sketched as she might really have 
been — a narrow-minded, arrogant woman, so full 
of self-importance that she supposes any interrup- 
tions of the courtesies of life, on her part, will really 
be felt as severely as the withdrawal of an ambas- 
sador of a great State would be felt by the small 
State with which di})lomatic relations were broken 
off. The humour of the conception, great as it is, 
is not at all the greater, I maintjxiu, because the 
woman is truly painted and never overdrawn. Mr. 
Pecksniff is vastly overdrawn. No real hypocrite 
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would ever be so ostentatiously hypocritical as he is. 
Still, there is nofe less but more of re^l humour in that 
exhibition of him, — as when ho proposes to Martin 
Chuzzlewit to surprise his dear girls,, and accord- • 
ingly begins to walk softly and on tijjtoo over the 
country though he was still a mile or two from 
homo; or when ho gets tipsy, a^id tells Mrs. Todgers 
of his late wife that “ she was beautiful, Mrs. 
Todgers — i^he had a small iu'oj>trt\f ^^ — than in the 
more delicate and real painting of Lady Catherine 
do Rourgh’s immeasurable self-'iTn]>ortance. The 
humour does not consist in the reality of the whole 
picture in either case, but in the shock of surprise 
with Avhich the grotesque blending of mean and 
pretentious clem cuts in human nature is in both 
cases alike brought home to the reader. Where this 
shock is keenest and full of real moral paradox the 
feat of humour is greatest. And that this is often 
greatest in cases where the humourist has left some- 
thing oat of nature, and perhaps exaggerated some- 
thing else m it, in order to bring homo his special 
paradox ino]*e powerfully, seems to me past doubt. 
Consider the wonderful humour with which the 
enormous and immeasurable vanity of the last 
person one would think likely to indulge vanity, a 
snuffy, intemperate, monthly nui’se, is brought out 
in Mrs. Gamp. Tlio mixture of brutal selfishness 
with that vanity is a much less subtle touch, 
for that might be suggested by the professional 
character of the woman. But the inexhaustible 
humour of the picture of Mrs. Gamp consists in 
her vanity, and the subtleties of device to which 
she has to resgrt in order to gratify it. These 
are the kind of conceptions which seem to me 
to place Dickens at the very head of all English 
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humourists. His best figures are pure embodi* 
ments of his Jiumour, — not real characters at all, 
but illustrations, conceived with boundless wealth 
of conception, of the deepest moral incongruities of 
the heart. 



“JOHN INGLESANT” ON HUMOUR 

Mk. SnoiiTiiOTLSE, in the fine piece of Eiif^lish which 
ho has conti‘il)Utecl to Mocmilian’s Magazine on 
“The Humorous in Literature,” has, as I understand 
him, tried to make out a case for the necessarily close 
connection bot>veeu the source of laughter and the 
source of tears in all true humour. He holds, 
apparently, tliat “tlie condition of true humorous 
thought is individuality,” and that you can never 
get close to the sources of any individuality without 
getting at the common source of what is ridiculous 
and what is pathetic, without a blending of that 
which stirs laughter and that which stirs tears. 
Now, I have no objection at all to the doctrine that 
one of the finest and highest kinds of humour does 
play on the involutions of these blending chords of 
bright and sad feelings, and awaken them in the 
closest connection, and therefore in the most 
vivid contrast. Undoubtedly, this is one of the 
highest kinds of humour, and I entirely agree with 
Mr. Shorthouse, that if Jean Paul Richter is to be 
taken as the type of perfect humour, it is in feats 
of humour of this {^articular kind that the perfect 
humour has mjinifested itself. But what I do not 
see my way to conceding is that true humour is 
limited to humour of this special kind, which I 
69 
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understand to be the drift and tendency, though 
not the express assertion of IVir. Shprthouso's essay. 
He does not say that Dickens is ho true humourist 
because his pathos often rings false, but that is 
what I should certainly gather as the general 
moaning of his essay, which appears to insist on 
“the tremulous cha^nge from the comic to the 
pathetic,” which is so perfectly distinctive of 
Thackeray as well as of Paul Jean Kichtor, as the 
most important of all the criteria of humour. Tliis 
is where I cannot follow Mr. Shorthouse, It seems 
to me that this, though a criterion of one of the 
noblest species of humour, is a criterion of one 
species only. Humour consists in all variations 
jjlayed on the feelings by the subtle caprice of man, 
and appears just as ti’uly in Sydney Smith’s grave 
question to the doctor who ordered him To take a 
walk on an empty stomach ” — “ On whose ? ” — as in 
Thackeray’s curious ])ower of “ trenuilous change 
from the comic to the pathetic.” It is the power 
of suddenly and grotesquely varying the tone of 
feeling struck, in which the humouiist/s skill 
consists. And that may be done as eflectually 
where neither of the chords of feeling brought into 
siiddcn contrast is pathetic, as where one of them 
is pathetic, and one comic. Indeed, if 1 understand 
Mr. Shorthouse’s drift aright, it would shut out 
England’s greatest humourist, Dickens, from the 
ranks of great humourists altogether. The cases in 
which Dickens’s humour displays itself by suddenly 
passing from the livelier to the sadder phases of 
human things are comparatively very rare, and, 
even when they occur, are not by any means the 
best specimen of Dickens’s humour. His great 
power was not, like Thackeray’s, one of “tremulous 
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change ” from the lively to the sad, but rather like 
Shakespeare’s, tl^ jjowcr of throwin|r a strong light 
on the mingled self-importance and emptiness of 
men, till it seems as if your whole mind were lost 
in amazement that emptiness can bo so self- 
important, and self-importance so empty. Shake- 
speare’s Malvolio, his Poloniu^ his Dogberry, and 
a hundred other portraits of tliat class, are surely 
great feats of humour, whatever we may think of 
Dickens’s great creations, — which, to my mind, are 
even greater feats of humour of the same general 
typo, — but they are not feats of humour of the 
kind which Mr. Shorthousc selects as the most 
characteristic of the quality ; and, to tell the truth, 
I doubt whether Shakespeare often docs touch the 
common source of laughter and tears after the 
fashion which seems to Mr. Shorthousc the very 
highest. Mr. Shorthousc speaks of the wonderful 
humour in “Hamlet”; and, of course, strong 
contrasts — like that, for .instance, between the 
grave-digger’s coarse and jovial indifference to death, 
and the gi'ief felt for the hapless Ophelia — are the 
sort of contrasts to which he alludes ; but there is 
no “tremulousness” in that transition; it is not 
the gradual and finely shaded passing from one 
feeling to the other, such as Mr. Shorthouse very 
justly admires in Thackeray, in w’hich Shakespeare 
excels. On the contrary, he likes to introduce the 
contrast in the sharpest possible form, to give us 
Hamlet musing over the skull of Yorick, and 
suggesting that the dust of Caesar may be used 
eventually to stop a bungholc. If this sharply 
drawn intellectual contrast between the smallness 
and the greatness of human nature bo what Mr. 
Shorthouse means by the highest humour, I admit 
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that Shakespeare as a humourist comes up to the 
standard of Mr. Shorthouse. But 4 hold that these 
sharply drawn intellectual contrasts between the 
greatness and the littleness of life, such as Hamlet, 
for instance, so often indulges in, and such as Shake- 
speare still more often effects by bringing purely 
comical natures into.Qlose contact with grand natures, 
are not efforts of humour, properly so called at all, 
because they arc all results of explicit intention — 
all intellectual contrasts — from which the capricious 
shimmer of humorous feeling is conspicuously 
absent. Mr. Shorthouse refers all Pope’s and 
apparently most of Swift’s achievements in this 
field to the sphere of wit, rather than of humour, — 
and quite rightly at least in the case of Po])o, — I 
suppose because it is so evidently the spell of the 
intellect, and not of the feelings, by which these 
achievements are effected. But surely it is the 
spell of the intellect with which Hamlet works 
wonders when he muses .over the skull of Yorick, or 
in the soliloquy, “What a piece of work is man !” 
And it is only by the device of referring everything 
of special individuality in man to his humour, that 
Mr. Shorthouse contrives to suggest that Hamlet’s 
finest soliloquies are the soliloquies of a great 
humourist rather than the soliloquies of a great 
thinker. I should have preferred to say that 
Shakespeare as a h umourist is wseen not in such great 
creations as Hamlet, but in what are distinctly 
recognised as his comic characters ; and that the 
kind of humour which Mr. Shorthouse most admires, 
though it is often found in Shakespeare, as, for 
instance, in the description of the death of Falstaff, 
is not particularly Shakespearian, — that that 
tremulous shimmer amongst subtly contrasted and 
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yet subtly allied feelings which was' so wonderful 
in Thackeray, is not by any means^, one of the most 
characteristic moods of Shakespeare. 

The difficulty of Mr. Shortbouse^s theory of 
humour — that it is coextensive with individuality; 
and shows itself especially by commanding at once 
the source of smiles and the s^mrce of tears — comes 
out especially in the close of bis ejssay, when he 
tries to show that the Gospels, in touching the 
deepest springs of human nature, must also give 
examples of the deepest humour of which man is* 
capable. .Hut the truth is, I think, that humour 
is not cocxterjsive with human nature, that it is 
coextensive only with, the unexpected and baflling 
caprices of human feeling ; and that where the 
predominating feeling is all of one kind, and that 
the kind which enhances to the highest degree the 
importance of every word and act of human beings, 
the element of humour is excluded, sirnidy because 
one of the terms of contrast is banished from the 
hold. In the Gospels, where God becomes man, 
all that was small and insignificant in man seems 
to vanish away beneath the glance of the incarnate 
Divinity, t^ud it is almost as impossible to find 
room for those grotesque interlacings of opposite 
feelings on which humour depends, as it is to find 
room for the contrasts between light and shade 
under the burning sun of an Arabian noon. Mr. 
Shorthouse brings before us, in a passage of much 
beauty, the parable of the Prodigal Son, apj)caling 
to his readers whether, in its fine and unexpected 
transitions from joy to sorrow, and from sorrow 
back to joy, there is not all the reality of true 
humour. It is not in the mere blending of joy 
and sorrow — ^joy on one account, and sorrow on 
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another — that I should evor^ find an illustration 
of humour. Wljen the humourist ^plays upon the 
blending chords of joy and sorrow, ho does so 
in a manner to bewilder us, to confuse us as to 
whether we are glad or sorry at the same thing, 
to make us uncertain as to our real feeling, and 
disposed to confound^.the pathetic with the absurd. 
That is not in the least the way in which joy and 
sorrow arc blended in the parable of the Prodigal 
Son. The joy is unmixed so far as the penitent 
Prodigal is concerned ; the sorrow caused by the 
jealousy of the Elder Brother is uniiiixed also ; 
but the two feelings are perfectly consistent, and 
by no means bewildering. The magic of the 
humourist consists in producing a certain bewilder- 
ment of feeling, in so rapidly changing from one 
current of feeling to another, that you do not 
recognise clearly the true significance of your own 
emotions ; and of this Ihcr-e is no trace in the 
stoiy of the Prodigal 8on, nor, so far as T know, 
in the Gospels at all. One mighty chord vibrates 
too loud in the Gospels to bo confounded with any 
other chord, and in this perfect absence of con- 
fusion of feeling the complete absence of humour 
from the Gospels is almost necessarily involved. 



PATHOS 

Pa'J’iios in the truest sense is very much more often 
felt than adequately expressed. The attempt to 
express it too often defeats itself. Dickens, with 
all his power, teaches us how imj)ossible it is for 
a writer w^ho intends to be pathetic to succeed in 
being so. The death of little Nell, and of Paul 
J^oinbey, favoui'ites as they are with the world at 
large, have in them just that air of vigilant 
scrutiny of the associations which rend the heart 
most, that, to my mind at least, robs them of what 
I mean by patlios in its truest sense, — that artless 
cry of the dumb yet not despairing heart w^hich 
w’ords so seldom render articulate and so often 
utterly disguise. Perhaps the most perfect of the 
earlier expressions of true pathos in literature is 
the well-known parting of Hector and Andromache, 
in the sixth book of the Iliad — a passage never 
yet translated into English in anything like its true 
beauty and simplicity. And the pathos there is 
quite as much due to the relief given by the 
natural diversion of the minds of both parents from 
their miserable anticipations to the child’s innocent 
terror at Hector’s helmet, as to the broken tender- 
ness of the wife’s dread and the prophetic gloom of 
Hector’s foreboding knowledge. I do not mean, 
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of course, that the cry of a .idumb heart which is 
absolutely despairing can never < be adequately 
given without something to attenuate the misery 
of the cry ; but only that when the passion is not 
thus attenuated, it rises above the level of what 
we call “pathos,” and reaches that of tragedy. 
In all cases of tru^o pathos, though trouble per- 
vades the scene, it does not overwhelm ; it is held 
in check by subdued feelings of a more grateful 
and hopeful description, which soften the pain 
and make the heart tremble with some undertone 
of unexpected sweetness, even in the very keenest 
vibration of its grief. Indeed, so Irnc is this, that 
I believe some of the most pathetic passages in 
our literature are those in which the subdued 
thankfulness or hope predominates over the pain, 
instead of tlie pain over the hope. For exani})lc, 
in the following exquisitely pathetic verses of 
Hood’s “On a Death Bed,” it is dilHoult to say 
which of the two elcniciits predominates, so com- 
pletely is the equilibrium between the two waves 
of feeling maintained : — 

We watched lier breathing through the night, 

Her breatliing soft and low, 

As in her brenat the wave of life 
Kept heaving to and fro. 

So silently we seemed to speak, 

Sj slowly moved ahout, 

As wc had lent her half our jjowers 
To eke her living out. 

Our very hopes belied onr fears, 

Our fears our liopes belied ; 

We thought her dying when she slept, 

Arid sleeping when she died. 
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For when the morn came, dim and sad 
And^liill with early 
Her quit*t eyelids closed, — she had 
Another mom than ours. 

In the truest examples of Sir Walter Scott’s 
pathos we sometimes find the^passion of hope pre- 
vailing over that of anguish, as in Jeanie Deans’s 
})lea to the Queen for her sister’s life ; and sometimes 
that (if anguish prevailing over that of hope, us in • 
’'Tuckle))ackit s dreary grief for bis sfin’s death. But 
*-M,nnot help thinking that the more moving scene 
0. 0 two — though both are movdng in the highest 

dogioo — is the one where the passion of hope 
prevails over the passion of grief : — ‘‘ J\Iy sister — my 
puM* sistei* Ehie, still lives, though her days and 
lumrs are numbered. She still lives, and a word of 
the King’s niouth might reb^ore her to a broken- 
hearted auld man that never, in his daily and nightly 
exercise, foi-go^" to pray that his Majesty might bo 
blessed with a long and prosperous reign, and that 
his throne, and the throne of In’s j)osterity, might bo 
established in righteousness. 0, Madam, if ever ye 
kenn’d what it was to sorrow for and witli a sinning 
and a sufibriug creature, whose mind is sae tossed 
that she can be neither ca’d lit to live or die, have 
some compassion on our misery ! Save an honest 
house from dishonour, and an unhapj)y girl, not 
eighteen years of age, from an early and dreadful 
death ! Alas ! it is not when we sleep soft and wake 
merrily ourselves, that we think on other people’s 
sufferings. Our hearts are waxed light within us 
then, and we are for righting our ain wrangs and 
fighting our ain battles. But when the hour of 
trouble comes to the mind as to the body — and 
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seldom may it visit your LedjJyship — and when the 
hour of Death gomes, that comes high and low — 
long and late may it be yours — O, my Leddy, then 
it isna what wo hae dune for our sells, but what we 
hao dune for others, that wo think on maist 
pleasantly. And the thought that ye hae intervened 
to spare the puir th^ig’s life will be sweeter in that 
hour, come when it may, than if a word of your 
mouth could hang the hail Porteous mob at the tail 
of ae tow.” It is the strong, plain, hoi)oful Scotch 
sagacity in this speech, with its canny reverence for 
station and rank, that makes the passion of tender- 
ness for the sister and the father so much more 
impressive, just as in old Mucklebackit’s case, it is 
the smothered fury with the old l)oat for having 
been the unhappy instrument of his son’s death, 
that makes the vehement effort to patch and caulk 
it for the next day’s fishing so heartbreaking. In 
all cases of the higher pathos there must be 
something that battles against the pain, as well as 
some bitter cry of the pain in the heart. Without 
the former, the latter would be a situation, not of 
pathos, but of despair. Wherever there is true 
pathos, there is the surging of a buoyant wave in 
the heart breaking the force of the wave which 
overwhelms it with dejection, and not unfrcqucntly 
even prevailing over it. In the most pathetic 
passage I know in our modern fiction, the passage 
in which Lady Castlewood welcomes Henry Esmond 
back to his home, after meeting him at the cathedral 
service, the buoyancy of a thankful spirit more 
than subdues the passion of a jealous and foreboding 
heart: — “To-day, Hany, in the anthem, when they 
sang it, ‘ When the Lord turned the captivity of 
Zion, we were like them that dream,’ I thought, 
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yes, like them that dream, — them that dream. And 
then it went, il'hey that sow in^ tears shall reap 
in joy ’ ; and ‘ He that gocth forth and weepoth, 
shall doubtless come again with rejoicing, bringing 
his sheaves with him’; I looked up from the book 
and saw you. I was not surprised when I saw you. 
I knew you would come, dear, and saw the 
golden sunshine round your head.’’ She smiled an 
almost wild smile as she looked up at liim. The 
moon was up by this time, glittering keen in the 
fi'osly sky. He could see for the first time now 
clearly, her sweet, careworn face ""Ho you know 
what day it is 1 ” she continued ; “ it is the 29th 
December, it is your birthday, But last year wo 
did not drink it, — no, no. My Lord was cold, and 
my Harry was likely to die ; and my brain was in 
a fever ; and wo had no wine. But now, now you 
are come again, bringing your sheaves with yon, my 
dear.” She burst into a wild flood of weeping as 
she spoke ; she laughed and sobbed on the young 
man’s heart, crying out wildly, “ Bringing your 
sheaves with you, your sheaves with you.” 

I know no exaiiijdo of truer pathos, even in 
poetry, than this passage ; and in it, as in that most 
jmthctic of all the Psalms on which it dwells, the 
strain of rapture overwhelms the strain of woe. 
Bvon in the Psalm itself, as in the use here made of 
it, tho note of rapture is far from assured. Though 
“ the Lord had done great things for thorn already,” 
whereof they were glad, there was still the necessity 
for prayer, “ Turn again our captivity, O Lord, as 
the streams in the south.” He that now goeth on his 
way weeping had not yet “come again with joy, 
bringing his sheaves with him,” but it is only 
promised that he shall do so. Tho exultation is 
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prophetic, the tears are actual; but the note of 
exultation prevajjs over the note of anguish, though 
not sufiicieiitly to dry the falling tears. Surely in 
that picture we have the very highest form of pathos, 
the highest form because the note of triumph swells 
so high over the note of woe, without drowning, 
nay, without oven fptempting to silence it. The 
highest pathos is latent in the raj)ture into which 
sulTering sometimes breaks when it discerns a glory 
in sulfering which it had never found in unmixed 
delight. 



KEA.TS 

Mr. Sidnky Colvin, in the charming study of Keats 
with which ho has just enriched Mr. John Morley’s 
series of “English Men. of Letters,^* is anxious to 
convince his readers that the genius of Keats hold 
in solution all those great qualities by Avhich 
Shakespeare’s tr-anscondent imagination was dis- 
tinguished, and that if Keats had not died pre- 
maturely at twenty-five, he would have shown that 
he could folhnv with no unequal stej) in the great 
master’s track, I cannot say that 1 think this con- 
jecture at all a probable conjecture. It is perfectly 
certain that it can neither bo confuted nor confirmed. 
The law of genius, such as that of Keats, is far 
beyond our gauging. The rainbow’s colours have 
been reduced to law, Imt the rainbow colours of the 
human imagination liave not been reduced to law ; 
and there is, so far as we know, no analogy u[)on 
which we could oven venture to found any probable 
inference as to the development of Keats’s rich and 
fiery fancy. If I were to hazard a conjecture at all 
in regions so very far beyond the clear survey of 
human reason, I would rather have said that a mind 
so marked by early and tropical luxuriance as that 
of Keats, was liardly likely to have yielded the 
81 O 
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grandest fruits of intellbctual^^strongth. The child- 
hood of genius Jiias frequently jire^ented us with a 
foretaste of its niaturer years, a foretaste which has 
proved to be a better guide to the maturer forms of 
that genius than to the intermediate forms which 
arise under the magnetism of youth. The child 
Goethe was in many rcs])ects more like the oracular 
sage who conversed with Eckermann than the youth 
who wrote the Sorrows of Werther and Goeiz of 
Berlichimjrn. The child Scott, who kept all his 
schoolfellows on the stretch to hoar the stories he 
invented, was much more like the great novelist 
than the young man who translated Biirger^s 
“ Leonora,” and related in verse the romantic 
legend of his wizard ancestor. And Cardinal 
Newman has told us how, in his own childhood, 
there were strange auguries, which in his later 
years ho could hardly understand or even credit, 
of the close of his career in the great Church of 
which he is now a ])rince. But in Keats’s childhood, 
while wo have evidence of ihe most hery com- 
bativencss and the most glowing generosity and 
chivalry of heart, there ap])cars to be no trace of 
that largeness of undeveloped ])Ower which would 
anticipate many-sided wisdom and an immense range 
of human insight. On the contrary, great anima- 
tion, considerable tumultuousnoss of feeling, and 
sudden, almost abru])t impulsiveness, seem to have 
been the chief characteristics of his childhood. We 
should expect, I think, in the childhood of a 
Shakespeare something of that sedateness and calm- 
ness which belong to wisdom and humour even 
when still in the germ. Keats’s childhood seems to 
have been almost as tumultuous as his youth ; and 
yet in the childhood of many-sided wisdom there is 
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apt, I imagine, to be evidence of the slow prepara- 
tion of Nature# for a great intellectual birth. 
However, all this, as I have said, is beyond the 
field of anything but conjecture, though, if I were 
to conjecture at all, my conjecture would not fall 
in with Mr. Sidney Colvin’s. Shakespeare, I think, 
could never have lived to Ke^^s’s age without be- 
traying more evidence of overflowing humour and 
delight in rendering the various forms of human char- 
acter than Keats ever displayed, for even Mr. Sidney 
Colvin does not pi*etond that in “ Otho the Great,” 
or the fragment of ^‘King Stephen,” or the “Cap 
and Bells,” KeatsS betrayed anything like the faculty 
which went to create “The 1 wo Gentlemen of Verona,” 
or “The Merry Wives of Windsor,” or “A Midsummer 
Night’s Dream.” Very likely the last-mentioned play 
is duo to a period in Shakespeare’s life which Keats 
never lived to attain. And, of course, it might well 
be that a genius which flowered so early and 
luxuriiintly as that of Keats, might have taken 
longer to ri])en into the higher phases of its power 
than even Shakes] )eare’s, which, so far as we know, 
never produced anything so rich and as 

Keats’s poems at the age at which Keats jn-oduced 
thorn. Still, I cannot easily believe that a genius 
which was so ])rofuso aiul incomi)arable in one 
field, could have given absolutely no indication of a 
gigantic power like that of Shakespeare in another 
and very diilcrent field, even before the age at 
which Keats died. Was that almost hectic bril- 
liance, that redundancy of fervent susceptibility and 
vividness, quite compatible with the travail of a 
mind in which so mighty an imagination as 
Shakespeare’s was slowly bringing its power to the 
birth? It is not usually the forest trees which 
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flower most brilliantly, — rathjpr the creepers and the 
flowers and the^shrulDa. It is hard to imagine that ‘ 
so mighty a nature as Shakespeare’s should have 
had so early and yet so wonderfully brilliant a 
flowering season as was given to the fancy of 
Keats. 

But passing by ^Ir. Sidney Colvin’s intellectual 
conjecture for what it is worth, I cannot deny that 
he has brought out for us with great clearness and 
beauty the distinctive traits of the genius Avhich has 
immortalised the name of Keats. “ I think poetry,” 
said Keats, “ should surprise by a fine excess ” ; 
and it would be imj)ossible to express more exactly 
the surprise which Keats’s poetry certainly gives us. 
There is “a fine excess,” an excess which would 
revolt us if it were not so fine, a fineness which 
we should bo very apt to miss if it were not the 
fineness of excess, in all the singular glory of Keats’s 
happiest verse. Take the lines in “St. Agnes Eve,” 
on the beauty of which Mr. Sidney Colvin dilates 
with so much enthusiasm — 


But to lior heart her heart was voluble, 
Paining with eloquence her balmy side. 


Surely Mr. Sidney Colvin is himself guilty of a fine 
excess when he says that the beauty of those lines 
“resides in truth only,” — for Madeline could never 
have thought of her own side as “ balmy ” ; and it is 
the artifice and efiTort by which Keats unites 
artificially in one view the passion of the maiden 
with the passion of her lover, the volubility of 
Madeline’s heart’s love with the rapture of Porphryo’s 
gaze, which are the special characteristics of that 
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couplet. It is the sjwne with nearly every one of 
Keats’s most chafactcristic lines : — • 

O for a beaker full of the warm South, 

Full of the tine, the blushful Ifippoereue, 

With beadcfl bubbles winking at the brim 
And purple stained mouth ! 

There is a fine excess in every phrase of that stanza, 
most of all in the j)hrase by which Keats so 
vividly describes tlie swn'ft I’ising and vanishing of 
the “ beaded bubbles.” And Keats’s “ fine excess ” 
is always spent on luxuriating in beauty, whether 
sensuous or spiritual. Mr. Colvin tells us that 
Keats's mother was a lively, impulsive woman, 
“ passionately fond of amusement, and supposed to 
have hastened the birth of her eldest child by some 
imprudence.” If so, a considerable clement in 
that eldest child's nature, and the ardour with 
which he, too, luxuriated in whatever seemed to 
stimulate his vivid sensations and emotions, may 
have been in great measure due to his having 
inherited his mother’s temperament. You see this 
temperament which luxuriates in enjoyment, hi the 
enjoyment oven of woe, everywdiere in Keats, in 
his letters as well as in his poems. In both alike 
you sec the man who in the “ Ode to Melancholy ” 
could say : — 

Ay, in the very temple of Delight 
Veiled Melancholy has her sovran shrine, 

Though seen of none save him wdiose. strenuous tongue 
Can burst .Toy’s grape against his palate fine ; 

His soul shall taste the sadness of her might, 

And be among her cloudy trophies hung. 

A “ fine excess,” and a fine excess in the direction 
of luxuriating in rare emotion, could surely never 
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have been more aptly expressed than in these 
lines. • * 

The richness of Keats is, of course, anything 
but classical, as Mr. Sidney Colvin very justly 
observes, and yet it is a richness which suggests 
Greek feeling, not in the least from the form, but 
from the poet’s eqnaS>' passion for all beauty wherever 
beauty is to be found. Unlike the modern poets, 
Keats never dwells specially on those human affections 
which, in the romantic era, so much superseded the 
passion for more beauty. Nothing can bo less 
Greek than the vast profusion with which Keats 
pours out his sense of beauty ; nothing can be loss 
Greek than that taste for “excess,” even though 
it bo a “ fine excess,” with which he seeks to 
surprise us, I can hardly imagine anything less 
Greek, for instance, than this, which is so character- 
istic of Keats that any good critic, even though he 
might not recognise the linos individually, would 
cry out Keats ” at once : — 

Sudden a thouglit came like a full -blown rose, 

Flushing his brow, and in Jiis pained heart 

Made purple riot. 

Nothing can be less Greek than the famous aspiration 
“ to pease upon the midnight with no pain,” in the 
“ Ode to the Nightingale.” What was Greek about 
Keats was his profound love of beauty as beauty. 
What was the very reverse of Greek was that 
prononess to an artificially “fine excess” with 
which he piled up luxuriant details of beauty till 
you cease to be able to see the forest for the trees. 
There was something like inebriety in that tendency 
to push delight in beauty up to the swooning point 
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to which Mr. Colvin <jalls attention. But say what 
we will in atteimation of his claim* to admiration, 
Keats was ‘‘a priest to all time,” if not of the 
wonder, at least of “the bloom of the world,” 
which “ we see with his eyes arid are glad.” 



A POKT\S LOVE-LETTERS 

In days wlion the wishes of the “ pious founder ” 
are not regarded with any superstitious icspcct, it 
is, I suppose, ihitural that the wishes of the poetic 
letter-writer should be regarded with none at all. 
As far as one can judge from the intense and acute 
horror with which Keats evidently regarded the 
discussion of his love by a coterie of friends, the 
notion of confiding his love-letters to the general 
public, though it were more than fifty yeais after 
his death, would have been simply hateful to him. 
lie had all the dread which every man of strong 
nature is sure to feel of any contact between purely 
personal, tliough very deep emotions, and t;he curious 
criticism of an indifferent world. Feelings, the only 
meaning of which is individual, ought to bo reserved 
for those for whom they have a meaning. When 
thrown into a poetic or imaginative form, they arc, 
of course, so far transformed by that process as to 
be made a])plicaljle to the feelings of a thousand 
different minds under similar circumstances. But 
while they remain in the form of passionate avowals 
from A to B, and are marked by all the individual 
detail which applies only to the circumstances of 
A and B, there is a certain amount of indelicacy in 
inviting the inspection of all the world, from which 
88 
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Keats certainly, for his lifetime at all events, had 
the most sensitive shrinking. Andifchough I do not 
say that the death of both parties, the fame of one 
of them, and the gulf of intervening time, do not 
diminish to some extent the unbeconiingness of 
publishing this kind of correspondence, yet if I may 
trust the impression which i1» has produced upon 
my mind, there is still something decidedly unbe- 
coming in doing this offence to Keats’s feelings ; and 
Mr. Forman would have judged better, 1 think, had 
he recommended the owners of these letters to 
give them to the flames. In proportion to our 
admiration for a man of genius, should be our wish 
to consult his wishes as to the disposal of his private 
concerns. And what can bo a more private concern 
to any one than the fate of letters meant only for 
one person’s eyes, and more or less liable to appear 
unseemly, eccentric, wanting in reticence, if brought 
under the eyes of any one else ? Even the truest 
admirer of Keats will read these letters with a sense 
that they are prying into what he would have ke})t 
from them, if ho could. And surely it is a very 
bad return to make to a man of genius for the 
delight be has given us, thus to avail ourselves of 
the permanence of records to which he would 
certainly have given, if he had been able, no longer 
existence than that of the two persons of whose tie 
to each other these letters formed some of the most 
important links. You might almost as fitly re- 
produce the actual lovers’ talks and sighs of the 
present day for our posterity fifty years hence, by 
the help of the talking phonograph, as reproduce 
letters of this kind, which wore evidently meant to 
perish with the relation which they recorded and 
modified. Yet who would dream of making love 
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in the presence of a talking phonograph ? Keats 
assuredly least f f all. And we may be sure that if 
ho could have procured paper which was bound to 
crumble into dust before the death of the lady to 
whom ho wrote, such paper he would have procured. 

I cannot say, then, that the reading of this 
little volume has gb’en me anything like unmixed 
pleasure. 1 have felt all through that I was guilty 
of an intrusion, which, like all intrusions in such 
a region, Keats would have warmly resented. 
And I have felt, too, something besides this, and 
quite independent of the uncomfortable feeling of 
intrusion, that much in these letters which Keats 
could easily have justified, and would have justified, 
if he had been writing a poem or a play, — by the 
very simple expedient of making us see the object 
of his passion, as well as the glow of the subjective 
passion itself, — has an uncomfortably naked, un- 
natural effect here, where wo have only his own 
side of the relation, and hardly oven a single glance 
of the other side of it. To hear even a poet 
raving about his “’swooning admiration” of a 
lady’s beauty, while that lady’s beauty is blank to 
us, or worse than a blank, — represented by a very 
ugly black silhouette of a lady with a high cap, 
an impossible waist, and a big nose, — is quite as 
painful in an artistic sense as it is in a moral sense, 
by giving us the feeling of being made party to 
a breach of personal confidence. I am aware that 
Miss Brawne indicated her impression that ultim- 
ately these records of Keats’s passion might be 
published, but in so doing she only betrayed, I 
think, how imperfectly she understood or how 
little she respected Keats’s horror of any revelation 
of the kind. 
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But though this little book is in both the ways 
1 have mcntionfjd distasteful to lae, it would be 
false to say that it is without interest. It bears 
the mark of Keats’s genius in many of the letters, 
and the marks of his individual character in almost 
all. It is, for instance, most characteristic of 
Keats to say that if the ladyi\vith whom he is so. 
deeply in love, should ever feel for a man at the 
first sight what he did for hci*, he should not 
‘piarrol with her, though ho should hate himself, 
but ho “should burst, if the thing wore not as 
fine, as a man, as you are for a woman.” vSo 
passionate a love of beauty had Keats, that doubt- 
less he was capable, even in such a trial as this, 
of admitting to himself — at least if so it wore — 
that “ the thing ” was “ as fine as a man ” as his 
fiancik was for a woman. Whether Keats himself, 
however, would have felt less inclined “to burst” 
after making that avowal to himself, than he 
would have done if he had, in his mstbctic con- 
science, been compelled to deny this indignantly 
in regard to “the thing,” it is not easy to say. 
Nor docs he seem to have been actually tried to 
this extent. Still, it is most characteristic of Keats, 
that he should even have imagined himself likely 
to suffer less if the lady of his choice were to fall 
in love with “a thing” who was “as fine as a man 
as she was as a woman,” than ho would have 
suffered if she were to fall in love with a creature 
of loss excellence. 

Again, the intense horror of “settling” in life 
which Keats expresses, of falling into a limited 
and conventional routine, is only less individually 
characteristic of Keats, because it has certainly 
haunted many another poet — Goethe, for instance 
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— quite as sharply. Still, not only is it character- 
istic of the class</of poets to which® Keats belonged, 
but the mode in which he gives ex])ressioti to it 
is highly characteristic of himself individually. In 
leaving Shanklin for Winchester he writes : — 

You would delight .very greal.ly iii the walks about 
here, the cliffs, woods, lulls, sands, rocks, etc., about here. 
They are, however, not so fine but 1 sliall give them a 
hearty good-byo to exchange them for iny Cathedral. 
Y(*t, again, I am not so tired of scenery as to hate 
Switzerland. We might spend a pleasant year at IhuTie 
or Zurich — if it should ])lease Venus to hear my “ lleseech 
thee to hear ns, O Codders.” And if she should hear, 
God forbid we should what people call nettle — t,uru into 
a pond, a stagnant Lethe — a vile crescent, I’ow, or buildings. 
Jletter be imprudent movables than prudent fixtures. 
Open my mouth at the street door like the lioifs head 
at Venice to receive, hateful cards, letters, nK‘sstigcs. Go 
out and wither at tea-parties; freeze at dinners; bake 
at danccii; simmer at routs. No, my love, trust your- 
self to me, and I will find you nobler amusement, 
fortune favouring. 

One of his great pleasures at Winchester was to 
be the following : — “At Winchester I shall get your 
letters more readily ; and it being a cathedral city, 
I shall have a pleasure, always a grout one to me 
when near a cathedral, of reading them during 
the service up and down the aisle.” Eather a 
cynical, peripatetic pleasure, this, during service- 
time, and one that can only have been taken not 
very considerately for the worship of others. But 
in another letter Keats says, “My creed is Love, 
and you are its only tenet,” and that was, I 
suppose, his excuse for reading its homilies in the 
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Cathedral, “during t}ie service, up and down the 

aisle/^ « • 

The most characteristic, however, of any of 
these letters, at least the most characteristic of 
those which are not so personal as to give us the 
sense of prying- into his secrets in the perusal, is 
the last letter written from #^Vinchestcr, in what 
Keats regarded as a hard literary mood, when his 
heart was surrounded with the ars triplex of 
imaginative pi’epossessions. In this letter he 
sj)eaks of seeing the lady of his choice through a 
mist of other images and cares, and apologises 
throughout (with much tenderness) for the iron 
hai'dness of his thought and style ; — 

Winchester, August 17tk (Postmark, 16th August, 
1810.)— -My dear girl, what shall I say for myself? I 
have been Ikuv four day.s and not yet writloii you — ’tis 
true I have had many teasing lettei's of business to 
dismiss — and I have been in the eJaws, like a serpent 
in an eagle’s, of the last act of our tragedy. This is no 
excuse ; I know it ; do not presume to offer it. I 
liave no right either to ask a speedy answer to let me 
know liow lenient you are — I must remain some days 
in a Mist — I see you through a Mist ; as I daresay you 
do me by this time. Believe in the first Letters I wrote 
you : I assure you I felt as I wrote — I could not write 
so now. The thousand images I have had pass through 
my brain — luy uneasy spirits — my unguessed fate — all 
spread as a veil between you and me. Remember I 
have had no idle leisure to brood over you — Tis well 
perhaps I have not. I could not have endured the 
throng of jealousies that used to haunt me before I had 
plungexl so deeply into imaginary interests. I would 
fain, as my sails are set, sail on without an interruption 
for a Brace of Months longer — I am in complete cue — 
in the fever ; and shall in these four Months do an 
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mimense deal. This Page as my eye skims over it I see 
is excessively uiil/jverlike and nngallay^it — I cannot help 
it — I am no officer in yawning quarters ; no Parson- 
Komco. My Mind is heap’d to the full ; stuff’d like a 
cricket-hall — if I strive to fill it more it would burst. 
I know the gciierality of women would liate me for this ; 
that I should have so misoften’d, so hanl a Mind as to 
forget them ; forget tfic brightest realities for the dull 
imaginations of my owm Brain. But I conjure you to 
give it a fair thinking; and ask younself whether ’tis 
not better to ex^daiii my feelings to you, than write 
artificial Passion. — Besides, you would see through it. 
It would l)e vain to strive to deceive you. ’Tis harsh, 
harsh, 1 know’ it. IVIy heart seems now made of iron — 
I could not write a projier answiir to an invitation to 
Idalia. You are niy Judge : any forehead is on the 
ground. You seem ofFende.d at a little simple innocent 
childish playfulness in my last. I did not scaiously 
mean to sxy that you were (‘iideavouring to make me 
keep my ])romi.sc. I beg your pardon for it. ’Tis but 
just your i)ridc should take the alarm — seriously. You 
say I may do as I please — I do not think with any con- 
science 1 can ; my cash rcsourca^ are for the present 
stopp’d ; I fear for some time. I spend no money, but 
it increases iny debts. I have all my life thought very 
little of these matters — they seem not to belong to me. 
It may be a proud sentence ; but by Heaven I am as 
entirely above all matters of interest as the Sun is above 
tlie Earth — and though of my own money I should be 
careless ; of niy Friends’ I must be spare. You see how 
I go on — like so many stiokes of a hammer. I cannot 
help it — I am imped’d, driven to it. I am not happy 
enough for silken Phrases, and silver sentences. I can 
no more use soothing woids to you than if I were at 
this moment engaged in a charge of Cavalry. Then you 
will say I should not write at all. — Should I not? 
This Winchester is a fine place; a beautiful cathedral 
and ipany other ancient buildings in the environs. The 
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little coffin of a room at Shaiiklin is changed for a large 
room, where I can^promenade at my plj^asure — looks out 
on to a beautiful — blank side of a house. It is strange 
I should like it better than the view of the sea from 
our window at Shauklin. I began to liatc the very 
posts there — the voice of the old Jjady over the way was 
giitting a great Plague. The Fisherman’s face never 
altered any more than our bla^k tea-pot, the knob, 
however was knock’d off to little relief. 1 am 
getting a great dislike of the picturesque, and can only 
relish it over again by seeing you enjoy it. One of the 
pleasantest things 1 have seen labdy was at Cowes. The 
Regent ill his Yatch ^ (1 tliink they spell it) was anchored 
oi)posite - a beautiful ve^sid — and all the Yatchs and 
Jboats on the coast w'ere parsing and repa.ssing it, and 
circuiting and tacking about it in every direction. I 
never lieheld anylliing so silent, light and graceful. As 
we pass’d over to Southanipton, there was nearly an 
accident. There came by a Boat, well maunVl, with 
two naval ollicers at the stern. Our Bow-lines took 
the top of their litthi mast and snaj'ped it olf close by 
the board. Had tlie mast been a little stouter, they 
would have been upseV In so trifling an event, 1 could 
not help admiring our seamen, — neitlier officei' nor man 
in the whole Boat moved a muscle, — they scarcely notic’d 
it even witli woixls. Forgive me for lhi.s flint-woi*ded 
Letter, and believe and see that I cannot think of you 
without some sort of energy though tirnl a propos. Even 
as I leave olf, it .seems to me that a few more moments’ 
thought of you would uiicryshillise and dissolve me. I 
must not give way to it' — ^liiit turn to my writing again 
— if I fail, I shall die hard. 0 my love, your lijis are 
growing sw'eet again to my fancy — I must forget them. 
Ever your attectionate KEATS. 

^ This word is of coarse left os found in the original letter ; an 
editor who would spell it would be guilty of representing 
Keats as thinking what he did not think. 
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That seems to me a letter most characteristic of 
Keats, well worth preserving, rrid not of the 
purely personal character of most of the corre- 
spondence. The idea throughout is that the 
writer’s heart, while it is occupied with the world 
of poetry, “ seems made of iron ” ; that the sentences 
of the letter he wtptc while thus employed are 
like “ strokes of a hammer ” ; that instead of 
writing soothing words, he is “ engaged in a charge 
of cavalry ” ; and that all this hardness is due to his 
poetic preoccupations. That fancy of his is very 
characteristic of the depth of his poetic life. And 
still more the touching plea for what he calls his 
“ flint-worded letter,” namely, that it proves, at all 
events, that he cannot think of her to whom it is 
addressed “ without some sort of energy,” — and 
the melting into genuine love in the last sentence, 
as his fancy conjures up once more her to whom 
he is M'riting, are curiously characteristic of a poet 
whose love of beauty was so strong, that it alone 
seemed to satisfy him like love of a person, and 
was his only equivalent for personal affection, and 
who evidently made even the lady of his choice 
jealous of her own beauty, since she seems to have 
feared, not ))erha}js untruly, that ho loved her for 
her beauty, not for herself, and so fearing, was not 
able to elicit from Keats any positive contradiction. 

The little volume is, indeed, full of Keats. 
And yet I would rather that it had been buried 
in the oblivion to which assuredly he himself would 
have consigned it. 



SHELLEY AS PROPHET 

It is probably not fair to the Master of University 
College, Oxford, to «*iccept the report in the Times 
of Thursday week as adequately representing what 
he said of the prophetic character of Shelley. I 
should bo very soriy to deny that Shelley had a true 
discernment of the character of the sentiment which 
his own poetry did so much to mould and to inspire. 
There was plenty of true anticipation in him, if not 
of that which, in the higher sense, we are accustomed 
to call [)rophccy. His aspirations after universal 
beauty, his yearnings for diffused love and loveliness, 
his intolerance of a Slow and patient providence, his 
eagerness to promot e a rapture of humanity at large 
into a more vivid world, have unquestionably proved 
contagious in the highest degree. Vague as we)-o 
his visions, no man has done more to thrill the 
world with the ardours of his own heart, with the > 
insatiable cravings, and quick, fitful anguish of his 
own hopes and griefs. But I should decline entirely 
to declare with Dr, Bright that Sliellcy delivered 
either any affective rebuke to our pessimism, or any 
effective augury of good omen to the human race. 

If the noble concluding lines of “ Prometheus 
ITnbound ” be relied on as proving that Shelley was 
really a prophet of the triumph of good over evil, 

. 97 H 
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I should cite the concluding lines of “Hellas” — a 
later poem, and one that was not forced by the very 
nature of its subject to paint Shelley’s conce])tioa of 
what such a triumph should l>e, if it ever came at 
all — to prove that the former passage was rather 
dramaiic than proj)hetic, and that what Shelley 
really conceived as^his own forecast of the future 
was something like an alternation of good and evil 
of which he did not venture to face the ultimate 
issue : — 


Saturn and Love their long repOhO 
Shall hurst, more bright and good 
Than all who fell, than One whr> rose, 

Than many unsuhdned : 

Not gold, not blood, tlunr allar dowem, 

Hut votive teais and syml)ol llowors. 

Oil, cease ! Must liab' and death return ? 

Cease ! !Must lueii kill and die? 

(k^'ise ! Drain not to its dregs the urn 
Of bitter 2U‘ophc*cy. 

'Phe world is vveary of tne j>ast, 

Oil, might it <lie or rest at last ! 

That seems to me much tho nearest aiiproach Shelley 
ever made to expressing his own view of the future 
of our world. And clearly, ht3 regarded that future 
as too full of bitterness to admit of anything like 
steady contemplation. His eye shrank from the 
vision, and his voice could only utter a musical wail 
of plaintive dread. Dr. Bright’s conception of 
Shelley as prophesying “good things and not bad,” 
as a prophet whom it is “ clieerful ” to encounter, 
seems to me exceedingly ill justified by anything 
which Shelley has writ fen. Indeed, oven at the close 
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of “Prometheus Unbound,” there is the same in- 
dication of a beligf in the Eternal ay-ornation of evil 
and good ; though, as Shelley was wj'itiwg expressly 
on the unbinding of the divine friend of man, he is 
more or less compelled to let the paean of triumph 
rise highest and be hoard last in the scale : — 

Oeiitlencsfl, Virtue, Wisdom, and Endurance, 

These are the seals of that most firui assurance 
Which bars the pit over Destruction's streiigtli ; 
And if, with infirm h<md, Eternity, 

Mother of many acta and honrs, should free 

The serpent that would claap her with his length, 
These are the spells by wliicdi to re,a^.'. iiue 
Au Eiu])ire o’er the disentangled doom. 

Moreover, Shelley took cure, in the notes with which 
he accompanied “ Ilellas,” his latest cotisiderable 
work, to let the world know distinctly not only 
what he thought of the superiority of “ Saturn and 
Love ” — the deities who represented “ the imaginary 
state of innocence and happiness,” as he called it, 
which preceded Christianity — to Christ, but of the 
superiority of Christ himself to the Power w'hich 
sent Him into the tyorld. Shelley was no prophet 
who augured the victory of Christ from the infinite 
power of Him who so loved the world, that He gave 
His only begotten Son that the world through Him 
might be saved. On the contrary, he affixed this 
remarkable note to the verses in which he described 
the temporary return of a gulden age before that 
fatal swinging-back of the i>endulum which he saw 
in vision, and which made him cry out in anguish : 
“ Oh, cease ! must hate and death return ? ” Here 
is Shelley^fl own comment on his last poetic prophecy, 
a prophecy which certainly does not seem to me to 



100 


' SHELLEY AS PROPHET 


be a cheerful prophecy of “good things and not 
bad ’’ ^ 

Satuni and Love were amongst the deities of a real or 
imaginary state* of innocence and happintm All those 
who fell^ or the gods of Greece, Asia, and Egyi)t ; the One 
who rose, or Jesus Christ, at whose appearance the idols of 
the world — thti Pagafi world — were amerced of their 
worship ; and the many unsubdued^ or the monstrous 
objects of the idolatry of China, India, the Antarctic 
islands, and the native tribes of America, certainly have 
reigned over the iinderetaiidings of men in conjunction or 
in succession, during periods in which all we know of evil 
has beiui in a state of portentous, and, until tlie revival 
of learning and the arts, perpetually iiicrt'asing activity. 
The Grecian gods seem indeed to have been j>ci*soual]y 
more innocent, altliough it cannot be said, that as far as 
temperance and chastity arc conccrnwl, they gave so 
edifying an example as their successor. TIkj sublime 
human character of Jesus Christ v,as deformed by an 
imputed ideiitifi<;atioii with a Power who tempted, 
l^etrayed, and punished the innocent beings who were 
called into existence by his sole will. And for the 
period of a thoasand years, the s])irit of this j'ust, most 
just, wise, and benevolent of men, hius been propitiated 
with niyrituls of hecatombs of those who approached the 
nearest to liis innocence and wisdom, sacrificed under 
every aggravation of atrocity and varie.ty of torture. 
Tlie horrors of the Mexican, the Peruvian, and the Indian 
superstitions are well known. 

Assuredly, that does not seem to me at all the 
comment of one who, if Dr. Bright is rightly 
reported, was to his mind a great prophet “ of good 
things and not bad.” Shelley seems to have held 
Christ to be one who stood in the same relation to 
the Ultimate Power behind the world as that in 
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which his own Prometheus stood to Zeus, who, 

Dr. Bright says, iJtill, “ in some degifee reigned ” “ as 
the emblem of what was false and conventional.^' 
And holding such a creed as that, I can scarcely 
understand how any Christian teacher could regard 
it as a creed in any way better than the modern 
fatalism and pessimism. Shelley's vision was the, 
vision of a swooning spirit which sometimes, imleed, 
exhorted us 

To puller woes which Hope thinks infinite; 

To forgive wrongs darker than death or night ; 

To d(iiy Pow’e.r, which seems omnipotent; 

To love and bear ; to hope till Hope creates 

From its own wTeck the thing it con tern plates : 

Neither to change, nor falter, nor repent. 

— but oftencr sank back again into the nightmare 
dream of a world that is weary of the past,” and 
“ yet cannot so much as find courage to believe that 
it wdll either die or “ rest ” at last. 

Hut though T slyrnild certainly deny to Shelley 
the great cl;\im >vhich Dr. Bright makes for him as 
the opponent of our modern pessimism, 1 should 
maintain that he anticipated that ctlierealised form 
of modern pessimism which melodiously bewails the 
evil with which it has not the strength to combat. 
Shelley had no belief at all in the evil wdthin him, 
and therefoi’o he laid the evil without him at the 
doors of the great Power to wdiich the constitution 
of the world is duo. Christ, he thought, was 
“deformed by an imputed identification with a 
Power who tempted, betrayed, and punished the 
innocent beings who were called into existence by 
his sole will.” He had no trust in the righteous 
Will behind all our evil thoughts and passions, no 
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confidence in the Everlasting Arms, no loathing for , 
those miserable cravings and failures which defeat 
in us all the promptings of divine grace. No 
wonder he thought the destiny of man a sort of 
shuttlecock which was to be driven constantly to 
and fro between good and evil, for good and evil 
were to him mere Vilternating seutiments, equally 
deep rooted in the foundations of the world, which 
ebbed and flowed like the tides. And in so believ- 
ing, he certainly anticij)ated a goorl deal of the most 
characteristic features of the modern sentimentalism, 
while penetrating it with a savour of sweetness and 
beauty with which only a great poet could have 
managed to have pervaded it. The modern notion 
that all pain is a positive wrong inflicted on those 
who suffer it, — a wrong that ought to be remedied 
at any cost, though the cost itself at which alone 
it can be remedied is a new wrong, — is of the very 
essence of Shelley’s gospel, if gospel it can be 
called. No doubt ho held willing suffering to be the 
greatest of all healing influences* but then he thought 
the mere existence of willing suffering a great blot 
on the holiness of the Ultimate Power by which it 
is permitted. Martyrdom was to him the great 
redeeming power, but then it was also the great 
arraignment of the Creative Spirit. Shelley’s mind 
vibrated between a passionate admiration of Him 
who could suffer to save others, and passionate 
resentment that suffering to save others should ever 
be needful at all. He never even admitted for a 
moment the idea of a suffering God, and therefore 
he never admitted for a moment the root-idea of the 
Christian revelation and of all true prophecy. The 
prevalent optimism and the prevalent pessimism of 
the present day are alike reflected in the music of 
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Shelley’s wondciful yEoliari harj). lie took a great 
deal more credit*than was deserveclt tor the amiable* 
wishes of the human heart, for the well-being of the 
human race ; and he felt a great deal less shame 
than was desorvc'.d for the eager and imperious self- 
will of the various spontaneous aflections of human 
nature. His was an Antinomian worship of sweet 
emotion, and he .anticipated, therefore, that Anti-* 
noinieji worshi]) of sweet emotion, that “passionate 
tumult of a clinging hope,” which is inspired neither 
by j-eason nor by conscience, but only by a credulous 
belief in the divinity of desire. To niy mind, 
Sliellcy is no prophet in any true sense of the woid. 
What ho is, Mr. Watson has told us iii language 
hardly less lovely, and much more chastened, than 
his own : — 

And poNVin' i.'^ his, if nought hrskles, 

In that thin ethor wlirrc lie lidcs 
Alxwe. tlu‘, roar of hiiniaii tides 
To ascend al’nr, 

Lo.-t in a blorin of light tliai hides 
lliri diz/y car. 

Below tlie iinhasUng world toils on, 

And iK've and tliert* .nro victories won, 

Some dragon slam, some justice dune. 

While through tlu' skies, 

A meteor rushing on the sun, 

He flares and dies. 



WHAT IS A LYKIC? 


When Coleridge and Wordsworth published their 
first joint -volume of poems they called them 
“Lyrical Ballads,” though T should hardly think 
one of the many fine poems it contained to be 
in any definite sense lyrical. Coleridge’s “ Ancient 
Mariner,” with which it opens, is an imaginary 
narrative. And a predominantly narrative poem, 
however saturated with imagination it may be, can 
hardly be called “ lyrical ” without suggesting ideas 
which, in one way or another, put a certain strain 
on the terra. Johnson defines lyric as “pertaining 
to a harp or to odes or poetry sung to a harp,” and 
in his illustration of the use made of the word by 
the greater writers he gives striking passages from 
Milton and Dryden. Milton’s is as follows : — 

All his trophies hung or acts enrolled 

In copious legend or sweet lyrick song. 

Here the “ copious legend ” is certainly distinguished 
from the “ sweet lyrick song ” ; and though, no doubt, 
as Scott’s “Lay of the Last Minstrel” shows us, 
long narrative poems were often sung to the harp’s 
accompaniment, it was not the story, not the incident 
it contained, that gave such narrative poems their 
name of lyrics, but rather their impassioned open- 
104 
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^ings or thoir close, in which the poet rose to a. 
lohier strain of** emotion, and bRrst into such 
passages as those which excited the admiration of 
Pitt, in Scott’s “Lay,” as, for example: — 

Amid the strings his fingers strayed 
And an nnwrlain warbliyg made, 

And oft he shook his hoary liead. 

Hut when he caught the mrav^u/e wild, 

The old mail raised his facx^, and smiled ; 

And lightened up his hided ey(’, 

With all a j>u(‘l’s ecstasy ! 

In A^arving cadence, soft or strong, 
lie Rwe]>t the sounding chords along : 

The presfuit scene, the i'uture lot, 

His toil.s, his wants, were all forgot ; 

Cold diffidence, and ag(j^ frost, 

In the full tide of song were lost ; 

Each blank, in faithless memory void, 

The poet’s glowing thought su})}>]icd ; 

And, while his harp responsive rung, 

^Twas thus I he Latest IMinstrel suiig. 

%•> 

That is lyrical, no doubt, in the truest sense, as is also 
such a passage as that in Avhich Scott declared in 
another of his poems that the wretch “concujntred 
all in self ” — 

Living shall forfeit fair reuown, 

And doubly dying shall go down 
To the vile dust from whence he sprung 
Unwept, unhonoural, and unsung. 

It was not the versified narrative of the long ballads 
which gave them a right to the accompaniment of 
the harp, but just those bursts of impassioned feeling 
which best entitled them to be suvg rather than 
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recited. Coleridge’s “ Ancient Mariner,” tine as it , 
is, contains har lly any passage of that kind. And 
accordingly Coleridge, with a sure instinct, describes 
it as recited, and never ventures to think of it as 
sung. Indeed, there is not one poem in the original 
“Lyrical fhillads ” Avhich I could think of as specially 
adapted for aniig. < The passage which Johnson 
selected from Dryden to illustrate the meaning of 
the word “ lyric ” is equally to the point for the 
purposes of definition : — “ Somewhat of the purity 
of English, somewhat of more equal thoughts, some- 
what of sweetness in the numbers ; in one wonl, 
somewhat of a finer turn, and more lyrical verse, is 
yet wanting.” There you have it. True lyrical 
verse needs “ somewhat of :i finer turn ” than 
ordinary verse, or, as Matthew Ainoki termed it, 
needs more of “ the lyrical cry,” that tone which 
comes from the heart and rings through the voice to 
the very hearts of those to whom it is addressed. 
Now AVords worth, though he called his earliest 
poems “Lyrical Ballads,” (‘,oujd hardly have called 
them by a loss fitting name. '^Phey were neither in 
the truest sense ballads nor lyrics. Could either 
the one word or the other be more grossly misay)plicd 
than each was, for instance, to the stately and, no 
doubt, in a very true sense, im})assionerl lines written 
near Tintern Abbey with which the volume of 
lyrical ballads closed ? Nor, indeed, is there a single 
poem in that volume which natuially suggests to 
the mind either the attitude of song, or that lyrical 
cry which lifts verse into the mood in which you 
feel the need of music to give it a fuller expression. 
Wordsworth’s poems are full of magnificent recita- 
tive ; but even in relation to what he calls ballads 
— with one exception, the “Song at the Feast of 
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Brougham Casfcle,” which both begins and ends in 
the true lyric sti%in--we hardly e^^r recognise in 
Wordsworth the true lyrical ]>oet. Oddly enough, 
Mr. Ernest Rhys, who has just given us a volume 
call(3d The Lyric Poems of IFillianh IVonhworth^ 
does not include in it what seems to me the truest 
lyric Wordsworth ever wrote:—* 


I'^roin town to town, from tower to tower, 
The red rose is a gladsojuc 
Her tlurly years of winter i»ast., 

Tll(^ red ro>e is revived nt last ; 

She lifts her Iii‘ad for endle*«tf spiincf, 

For (‘verlasting blossoming : 

-Both roM's flourish, red and white : 

In love and sisterly delight 

The two that A>ere at strife are blended, 

And all old tronblos now are ended. — 

Joy ! joy to both ! but most to her 
Wlio i.s the flow’(*r of Lancastei’ ! 


ddiat has the truc^lyrical cry in it, and so has the 
magnificent (dose : — 

Now another day has come. 

Fitter hope, and nobler doom ; 
lie hath tlirowni aside his crooh, 

And hath buried dee[) his book ; 

Armour rusting in liia halls 
On the blood of CliUbrd calls ; — 

“Quell the Scot,” exclaims the lance, — 

Bear me to the heart of h'raiice. 

Is the longing of the shield- - 
Tell thy name, thou trembling field ; 

Field of death, where.Vr thou be, 

Groan thou with our victory I 
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Happy day, and mighty houf, 

Wbeinonr Shejjherd, in hi* j)owrr, 

M«ailed and horsed, with lance and sword, 

To hia ancestors re49torcd 
Like a ro-appearing star, 

Like a glory from afar, 

First shall Jiead the flock of war I 

Here we have the true lyric fervour and the rapid 
beat of the lyric j)a]se. Generally, Wordsworth’s 
thought is reflective, meditative, more or less long 
drawn out even when most impassioned. I hardly 
know one of his poems except the one I have just 
quoted which beats with the quick throb of the 
true lyric. No doubt, “Three Years she grew in 
sun and shower ” is a lyric, and so perhaps is “ She 
was a phantom of delight,” though that is more 
meditative. Again, the poem to the Cuckoo, “0 
blithe New-comer ! I have heard, T hear thee and 
rejoice,” is a lyric ; hut on the wdiole Wordsworth’s 
verse at its best has too much weight and grandeur 
of thought in it for the movement of the true 
lyric. And it seems to me doubtful if, sublime as 
his best poetry is, he is in any characteristic sense 
a lyrical poet at all. 

I should define a true lyric as a poem expressive 
chiefly of emotion which makes the hearer long for 
music to help him to utter its very heart. Shelley 
is perhaps the greatest lyrical poet of our century, 
for though Byron wrote one glorious lyric, “The 
Isles of Greece,” he was much greater in satirical and 
descriptive poetry than in true lyrics. But Shelley 
breathed out the sweetest and the most exquisite 
expressions of grief and love, and melancholy and 
rapture, in language that seemed made for music, 
which English literature possesses : — 
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When the lamp is shattered the light in the dust lies 
dead — ^ ^ 

When the cloud is scattered the rainbow’s glory is 
shed. 

When the lute is broken, sweet tones are remembered 
not ; 

When the lips have sjmken, love.d accents are soon 
forgot 

There you have what Matthew Arnold justly 
called Shelley’s “lovely wail.” Or take the ex- 
quisite lines to the Skylark, or the lines written in 
dejcjjction at Naples, or the following : — 

I can give not what men call love, 

Ihit wilt thou accept not 
Tlie worship the heart lifts above. 

And the Hejivens reject not. 

The desire of the moth for the star 
Of the night for the morrt>w, 

The devotion to something afar 
From the sphere of our sorjow. 

Shelley could throw his soul into the breath of a 
passionate emotion, and embody it in the most 
musical words, and that is the essence of a true 
lyric. But for lyrics of less passion and more 
l^thos, lyrics of what I may call restrained feeling, 
of resisted regret, Tennyson was one of the greatest 
of our poets. His delicate songs dignify even those 
dramas in which he so often failed. And again, 
such poems as “Break, break, break,” or “Tears, 
idle tears,” or “Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild 
echoes flying,” are perfect and exquisite specimens 
of the “ sweet reasonableness ” of his gentle emotions. 
Indeed, even such poems as “The Brook” and 
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“ The Queen of the May,” though much inferior in 
their lyrical b(»uity, seem to demand music to bring 
out their true character, and to give the full thrill 
to the minor key which runs through them. In 
this respect Wordsworth and Tennyson were at 
opposite poles, Wordsworth being saturated with 
that impassioned meditative mood that runs 
naturally to blank versos or the metre of the 
sonnet, while Tennyson 'was always at his best in 
crystallising a transient emotion of sensitive ecstasy 
or pathetic yearning. The happiest types of a true 
lyric which we have had in this century from any 
poet since Tenn^^son left us, have been given us in 
Mr. Watson’s verse, which not only seems at times 
to have been written to some vibrating chord of 
joy or grief in his own nature, but to cay aloud for 
an accompaniment as richly modulated as that of 
the harp or the organ to fill up the full measure of 
its meaning. A recent satirist has described Mr. 
Watson as, “Wordsworth and water.” “Words- 
worth and music,” or a lyrical Wordsworth, would 
have been a truer description. 



THE MYSTICAL SIDE OF nO(.)I) SENSE 

There is ii vory interesting [){iper in the new 
mirnber of the National lievicavhy Mr. John Hogboii, 
on “The Mystical Side of Wordsworth.’^ I should 
like to show that where Wordsworth is most 
mystical, good sense itself, as Englishmen usually 
understand it, is almost identical in its assumptions, 
though instead of setting out in full the path by 
which these assumptions are reached, good sense is 
apt to lead to a conclusion without paying much 
attenlion to the somewhat mystical reasoning by 
which these assum})tions are established. At the 
opcriing of liis paper, Mr. Hogben shows how much 
Wordsworth relied on the conclusions to which his 
own mind came in what may be called a kind of 
mental somnambulism, a mood in which the senses 
seemed to bo laid asleep, while some higher faculty 
was all the surer and more penetrating in its 
judgments on account of that partial sleep of the 
perceptive powers. In the great lines written near 
Tintern Abbey, for instance, Wordsworth insists on 
“ that blessed mood ” in which. 

Even the motions of our hiiiuaii l^lood 
Almost suspended, wc are laid asli‘oj> 

In body, and become a living suul. 

Ill 
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It is, he tells us, not by a restlessly inquisite eye, 
but by ‘^an ^ye made quiet by the ^ power of* 
harmony and the deep power of joy'' that “we 
see into the life of things.” So, too, he defends 
himself for sitting hour after hour on an old 
grey stone in apparent vacancy, on the ground 
that ; — I 

The eye it cannot choose but see. 

We cannot bid the ear be still. 

Our bodies feel, where’er they be. 

Against or with our will. 

Nor less I deem that there are powers 
Which of themselves oui‘ minds impress ; 

That we can feed this mind of ours 
By a wise passiveness. 


Again, when he is most deeply stirred by anything 
he hears, as, for example, by the old leech-gatherer's 
account of his own patient endurance of hardshi}), 
Wordsworth finds the figure which has thus deeply 
impressed him becoming almost unreal,. “ like one 
that I had met with in a dream.” In other words, 
Wordsworth's vision is, in his own belief, never 
thoroughly lucid till he is rapt by it far away from 
the ordinary alertness which is commonly called 
quickness of sense, and transported into a region 
in which he is alone with his thoughts, and all but 
unconscious of the momentary changes going on 
around him. Well, is not Wordsworth confirmed 
by the good sense, the better sense of the world, in 
this view of his, that we are apt to catch our truest 
and most really informing vision of the deeper 
aspects of things around us, in the least studied of 
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our glances, or even in the retrospect with which 
*we revert to what#we have previously’ seen without 
seeing it, as, for instance, when we are half falling 
aslce[) at night, or when we are just awakening, and 
the events of the previous day flash back upon us 
a new light which they did not give out at the 
time? We may call it mystifciam when we are 
speaking of it as a poet/s explicit teaching ; but we 
do not call it mysticism, we call it good sense, when 
wo attach more importance to the sidelights cast 
• on any by a tratiquil memory, than to the 

view of it which we took during tlie first eager gaze 
of a too anxious incpiisition. Kven t-ho mere man 
of the world is conscious that when he is “ laid 
asleep in body,'^ he often becomes a much more 
“ living soul ” for those things which he is most 
desirous to discern truly ; that as his senses sink to 
rest, he recalls errors of which he was aiiconscious 
when he committed them, or expressions on tlic 
countenances of his friends or rivals which till then 
he had completely ignored. And if this bo so in 
relation vo things cj-^sentially of this world, it is 
certainly much more so as to those deeper springs 
of motive and character which it takes a still deeper 
peace of spirit to pei’ceive. Every one who has any 
insight at all, knows that the false notes he has 
struck dining liis hours of work come bac.l: to him 
most clearly when he is no longer absorbed in the 
strain or passion of the moment, — when, indeed, he 
is not even consciously reviewing the events of the 
day, blit when they revisit him involuntarily, with 
a new significance and in new relations of which he 
had no glimpse before. It is not till something 
has happened to quiet the whole nature, or, in 
AVords worth’s phrase, to subdue it with “the power 

1 
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of harmony/* that the real drift of that which, with 
an agitated ancl excited nature, we had no power to 
discern at all, is grasped. It is not the eye which 
sees ill, for it does see that which the mind does 
not always note till the scene recurs in memory ; 
but it is the mind which interprets ill, because it is 
too much blinded oy the heat and hurry of the 
moment to take all in. We need a wise “ passivo- 
ness** to interpret truly what we see. But the 
good sense of the world is quite at one with 
Wordsworth on this point. It, too, says that what 
we remember when the rush of events is over is apt 
to bo much truer than what wo see while the rush 
of events lasts. 

Take another of Wordsworth's a])parently 
mystical inspirations. There is nothing on which 
he dwells with more delight than the power of the 
imagination to transmute the greatest apparent 
obstacles which it - has to face into the very 
substance of its own visionary energy, so that 
instead of being arrested by^ difliculties, it is the 
difficulties which elicit and disjday its real vitality 
and power : — 

Within the soul, a faculty abides 
That, with interpositions that would hide 
And darken, so can deal that they become 
Contingencies of pomp, and serve to exalt 
Her native brightness. As the anijde moon 
In the deep stillness of a summer eviui, 

Rising behind a thick and lofty grove, 

Bums like an unconsuming fire of light 
In the green trees ; and, kindling on all sides 
ITieir leafy Timbrage, iuniH the dusky veil 
Into a substance glorious as her own, 

Yofi, with her own incorporated, by power 
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Capacious and^rcne ; — like poweniabides 
In man’s celestial sjurit; virtue thus 
Sets forth and magnilies herself; thus feeds 
A calm, jOt beautiful, and silent lire 
From th(! incumbrances of mortal life, 

From error, disappointment, nay, from guilt, 

And somelimes, so relenting justice wills, 

From palpable oppressions of despair. 

In like manner he dwells on : — 

Sorrow lliat is not sorrow, but delight, 

And miserable love that is not pain 
To hear of, for the glory that redounds 
Therefrom to human kind and what we are. 

It is a subject on which Wordsworth is never tired 
of insisting, that the imagination of man has in 
itself a spring of joy so deep that it can transform 
the most gloomy subjects with its own light, till 
the gloomier they are intrinsically, the better they 
serve to glorify the •power of the mind by which 
they a.re grasped and transformed. That explains 
why Wordsworth seized so eagerly on subjects 
which all his contemporaries jeered at as un poetical, 
lie sought to show that the powej* of imaginative 
joy in him could make them all the more poetical 
from their unpromising appearance. In short, the 
more impervious to light the substance on which 
the imagination shed its rays, the more glorious the 
transformation it effected by touching it with the 
; magic of its passion. Well, is not the good sense 
of the world completely at one with Wordsworth in 
the result, though it does not dwell on the process 
with the minute care with which he dwells on it? 
Does it not believe that it is difficulties which make 
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a man, — whether imaginative or otherwise, — who is « 
worth making at all ? Does it not hold that the 
most ennolding fate for a really great man is to 
have all sorts of obstacles cast in his way that he 
may surmount them, and by surmounting them 
come to realise the^ deep-stored energy within, of 
which otherwise he might never know the depth ? 
The better sense of the w'orld takes little account of 
a man who has had no difficulties, it takes much of 
one who has had great difficulties and conquered 
them, and more still of one who has sought out, 
without the need for doing so, a difficult path that 
leads to a great goal, and conquered the obstacles in 
the way. No sound judge would trust a man whose 
life had been plain sailing. We all know that the 
nature which has not been early tested, and often 
tested, is not to be trusted, that it is not tempered 
as we like to see all good steel tempered before we 
use it in a great conflict. Wordsworth’s profound 
belief that this power was in the mind before* il 
came out of it, and only waited to be brought out 
by conflict, does not coticcrn the world, which does 
not busy itself with the source of the energy so long 
as the energy is there and is proved. But as 
profoundly as Wordsworth believed that conflict and 
resistance were essential to bring to light the poet’s 
inborn power, so profoundly does the better sense 
of the world believe that no mail is really groat who 
has not found out for himself the best difficulties 
to overcome, even if they did not challenge him to 
overcome them. 

Or, again, what can be more ap])arently mystical 
than Wordsworth’s belief that he could feel — 
intuitively feel — the wholeness of the univer se and 
the greatness of that whole 1 — 
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I have felt 

A presence thj^t (ljHtui*l)r) nic with ^he joy 
or elevated tlioughts ; a sense suMime 
Of sonieLliing far more deeply interfused 
Whose dw(dling is the light of setting suns, 

And the round ocean, and the living air, 

And the blue sky, and in the^iniiid of man ; 

A motion and a s}»irit that impels 
All ih inking things, all objects of all thought, 

And rolls through all things. 

And yet is it not thivS very sense of the wholeness 
of the universe, and especially of the essential 
harmony of the Avholc universe with the most, 
sublime things in it, like “the light of setting suns, 
and the round ocean, and the living air, and the 
1)1 uo sky, and in the mind of man,” which good 
sense half unconsciously insists upon as one of the 
first rerjuisites of a large and sagacious nature ? 
Thei e is nothing good sense sooner takes offence at 
than either want of a largo sympathy and insight, 
into the world without, or on the other hand, 
pessimism, — want of tho former ini] dying want of 
feeling for the way in which one thing touches 
another, and gets itself into true relations with it, 
and the latter implying a disposition to interpret 
the facts of life from the ugly and dark side of it, 
instead of from the beautiful and bright side of it. 
Either the one disposition or the other is offensive 
to the really good sense of the world, which is 
nevertheless all unconscious that in thus insisting 
on a feeling for the whole, as distinct from a feeling 
for insulated parts, and in insisting on interpreting 
the whole by that which is greatest and most 
beautiful, and not by that which is smallest and 
most ugly, it is really insisting on a mystical view 
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of the universe, and especially on Wordsworth's 
mystical view <of it, — the view ^which discerns a 
prevailing harmony in the whole, and which makes 
joy the keynote for explaining sorrow, and not 
sorrow the keynote for explaining joy 
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In the exquisite little sketch which Mr. Myers hfivS 
given of Wordsworth, in Mr. John Morley’s series 
of “ Men of Letters/* — as a piece of English at least, 
the gem, I venture to say, of the whole series, — 
the only thing which, in the perfect candour and 
singularly chastened truthfulness of the essay, I 
am disposed to think has been a little inadequately 
rendered, is the effect of personal force which 
Wordsworth produced upon all who were competent 
to understand him at alL Mr. Myers has told us 
what De Quincey had preconceived of Wordsworth, 
from a knowledge tf his poetry, — namely, that he 
“prefigured the image of Wordsworth,” to what he 
called his own “planet-struck eyes,” as one before 
which his faculties would quail, as before “ Elijah or 
St. Paul.” But in his explanation how this pro- 
found homage to Wordsworth was possible on the 
part of such a master of the secrets of literature 
as De Quincey, Mr. Myers, though he dwells very 
justly and appropriately on Wordsworth*s claim to 
be in a sense the poet of a new revelation, hardly 
attaches enough importance, 1 think, to the general 
intensity and rugged power of the man. Ho has 
not quoted the impression formed of Wordsworth 
by a much harder and less impressionable man than 
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De Quincey, and one not at all disj^osed to receive^ 
humbly WordsiVorth’s “revelation/’ Hazlitt, per- 
haps the most cynical critic who ever had an 
omnivorous appetite for what was good in literature, 
however unique its kind, early formed a very strong 
impression of Wordsworth’s powei“, and has left a 
sketch of him as he‘ was in his earliest poetic epoch, 
— that is, about the age of twenty-five years, for 
Wordsworth ripened late, and was hardly a i)oet 
at all till he was a mature man. “ He answered 
in some degree,” says Hazlitt, “to his friend’s 
(Coleridge’s) description of him, but was more gaunt 
and Don Quixote-like. He was quaintly dressed 
(according to the costume of that unconstrained 
period) in a brown fustian jacket and striped 
pantaloons. There was soraelhing of a roll or 
lounge in his gait, not unlike his own Peter Bell. 
There was a severe, worn pressure of thought about 
his temples, a fire in bis eye (as if ho saw something 
in objects more than the outward apj)earaTice), an 
intcn.se, high, narrow forehead, a Koinati nose, 
cheeks furrowed by strong imVpose and feeling, a 
convulsive inclination to laughter about the urouth 
a good deal at. variance with the solemn, stately 
expression of the rest of the face. Chantrey’s bust 
wants the marking traits, but he was teased into 
making it regular and heavy. Hay don’s head of 
him, introduced into the ‘Entrance of Christ into 
Jci-usalem,’ is the most like the drooping weight of 
thought and expression. He sat down and talked 
very naturally and freely, wdth a mixture of clear, 
gushing accents in his voice, a deej), guttural 
intonation, and a strong mixture of the northern 
burr, like the crust on wine.” That, coming from 
llazlitt, describes a man of no ordinary power ; for 
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it must bo icmciuboj'ed that Tlazlitt was by no 
mcciUvS a (lisciplo Wordsworth's, •though lie was 
a great admirer of his. He hated Wordsworth for 
having given up his first liadicalisro. Ho referred 
all Words wortli’s finest poetry to his egotism, and 
assorted that Wordsworth’s strength was virtually 
due to “excess of weakness.” • Nevertheless, when 
ho was doscribuig him as he had first seen him, 
llazlitt was far too intolligeiit a critic to describe a 
man in whom weakness was the key to strength. 
On the contrary, he described the “severe worn 
pressure of thought- about his Icmjdcs,” and the fire 
in his eye as of one who saw something in objects 
beyond their outward appearance. And everything 
we know of Wordsworth confirms this. His mother, 
who died when he was hut eight years old, said that 
the only one of her children about whose future life 
she was anxious was William, and Jiat he would 
be remarkable either for good or evil. And W’^ords- 
worth himself ex])lains this by saying that, he was 
of a “ still', moody, and violent temper,” and once as 
a child had gone into one of his grandfather’s rooms 
to find a foil with which to destroy himself, liecause 
he thought- he had been unjustly punished. When 
abroad at the time of the Ficuch l?o volution, though 
not at all a ])eifect master of the French language, 
he seriously thought of oUeririg himself as a 
Girondist leader, and was only prevented by his 
English friends stopping his allowance, so that he 
had to return home to find the means of living. 
Even aft-cr his return his mind long dwelt with 
the most brooding melancholy on tlio future of 
the Revolution, of which he had formed such pas- 
sionate hoj)cs. For months and oven years he says 
that the French collapse haunted him so that his 
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nights were full of horrible dreams. He dreamt of 
dungeons, massacres, and guillodncs. He dreamt 
long speeches with which he was pleading before 
unjust tribunals on behalf of accused pati’iots. He 
dreamt of treachery, desertion, and that last sense 
of utter desolation, when the last strength ebbs even 
from the soul of t^he dreamer. After this he fell 
into the state in which nothing is credited without 
the most ample and formal demonstration, nothing 
held true unless it is warranted by the senses. But 
even at this time, moody and fitful as Wordsworth’s 
life had been, — Mr. Myers says that even at a 
later period he might not unfairly have been taken 
for “a rough and somewhat stubborn young man, 
who in nearly thirty years of life had seemed alter- 
nately to idle without gi'ace and to study without 
advantage,” — ho was in no sense the mere egotist 
Hazlitt wanted to make of him. His sister compared 
her two brothers thus : — “ Christopher is steady 
and sincere in his attachments, William has both 
these virtues in an eminent degree, and a sort of 
violence of affection, if I may so term it, whi..h 
demonstrates itself into every moment of the day, 
when the objects of his afifection are present with 
him, in a thoiAsaiid almost imperceptible attentions 
to their wishes, in a sort of restless watchfulness 
which I know not how to describe, a tenderness that 
never sleeps, and at the same time a delicacy of 
manner as I have observed in few men.” And this 
passionate tenderness he showed in many relations 
of life. When his brother, the captain of the East 
Indiaman, went down with his ship off the Bill of 
Portland, Wordsworth’s grief and suffering were far 
beyond the measure of ordinary men. Mr. De Vere 
says that nearly forty years after Wordsworth had 
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lost two of his children, “ he described the details of 
their illnesses witlj an exactness aiK^an impetuosity 
of troubled excitement such as might have been 
expected if the bereavement had taken place but a 
few weeks before.” 

This is not the picture of an egotist. Nor do I 
suppose that any complaint wguld ever have been 
made of Wordsworth’s egotism if it had been 
limited to that fitfulness, occasional gustinoss, or 
even moodiness of mind to which, in some form 
or other, almost every great poet has been subject, 
and which, in many cases at least, has contributed 
rather to enhance than to diminish a poet’s fame. 
Wordsworth’s picture of himself, quoted by Mr. 
Myers, in the lines written in Thomson’s “ Castle of 
Indolence,” is not a picture which would ever have 
made him unpopular : — 

Full many a time, upon a stormy niglit, 

Ilis voice came to us from the neiglibouring height, 

Oft flid \vc sec him driving full in view 
At mid-day wlien the sun was shining bright ; 

What ill was on him, what he had to do, 

A mighty wonder bred among our quiet crew. 

Ah ! piteous sight it was to see this Man 
When he came l^ack to us a witliered flower, — 

Or, like a sinful creature, pale and wan. 

Down would he ait ; and w'itlioiit strength or power 
Look at the. common grass froiu hour to hour ; 

And oftentimes, how long I fear to say, 

Where apple trees in bloasom made a bower, 

Retired in that sunshiny shade he lay ; 

And, like a naked Indian, slept himself away. 

Great wonder to our gentle trilDe it was 
Whenever from our valley he withdrew ; 
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For happier soul no living creature has 
Than he had,|hcing here the long^day through. 

Some thought he wa.s a lover, and did woo ; 

Some thought far worse of him, and judged him wi’ong : 
But Verse was what he had been w'edded to ; 

And his own mind did like a tempest strong 
Come to him thu.s,^and drove the weary wight along. 

That is a perfectly true picture, no doubt, and 
gives us a bettor conception of the hidden fire in 
Wordsworth than anything else which his poems 
contain. But it is not moodiness, still less is it 
fire, which ever gains for a poet the reputation of 
egotism, and Wordsworth certainly has gained that 
reputation more than any great English poet who 
ever lived. What has given Wordsworth the reputa- 
tion o£ an egotist, and made that part of the world 
which does not care for his poetry depreciate him as 
a man, is the peculiarly inward turn which his mind 
took, so that, instead of multiplying his points of 
relation with the world at large, as a poetic tem- 
perament usually does multiply them, Wordsworth’s 
genius appeared rather to shu'c him uj) in himself, 
and to separate him by the most sepaiating medium 
in the world, — a totally alien method of regarding 
things from that of the wondering and observing 
world. Other great poets have generally had a 
much higher command than the rest of mankind of 
those same feelings, and thoughts, and fancies, of 
which all of us have some command. But it was 
hardly so with Wordsworth. That he had the 
deepest human sympathies and affections wc have 
seen, and that he had the keenest and most hungry 
eye for all that was beautiful in Nature we know 
too ; but his poetic mode of treating his own feelings, 
whether those due to human beings or those due to 
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♦Nature, was altogether alien to the method of the 
mass of mankind. • Instead of fiiKling direct cx})res- 
siori for the feeling, whatever it was, his inward 
genius led him to resist its immediate drift, to put 
it at a distance from him, to muse upon it, to see 
whethei*, if it were painful, more pndit could not be 
made of it by enduring, submittifig to, and reflecting 
upon the pain, than ])y expressing it ; and if it were 
joyful, whether more could not be uiacle of it by 
husbanding and deferring the joy, than by exhaust- 
ing it. lie was warned by some inward instinct 
always to restrain emotion, however strong and 
stormy, till he could find a peaceful and lucid reflec- 
tioii of it in the mirror of a (piiet mind His mind, 
like Michaors, was “keen, int<niso, and frugal/' but 
his tom]>erament was far, indeed, from cool. He 
told a friend that he had never written love poetry 
because he dared not, it would have been too passion- 
ate. The truth is that his nature and genius wore 
averse to direct expression. They made him wait 
till he foiild gain a reflex image of feeling in the 
deep, cool wclJs of tliought. And this habit of his 
was so strange t,o the world that it set the world 
against him ; and when the world was set against 
him, he set himself, of course, against the world ; 
and, being well aware of his own genius, hecamo a 
little too much absorbed iu its ideas, and a little too 
deaf to other ideas which were outside the interests 
of his life. Mr. Myers accounts for a good iKirt of 
Words svorth’s stiffness by his unpopularity. ‘‘ The 
sense of humour is apt to he the first, grace which is 
lost under ijorsocution ; and much of Wordsworth's 
lieaviness and stiff exposition of commonplaces is to 
be traced to a feeling which he could scarcely avoid, 
that all day long he had lifted u[) his voice to a per- 
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verse and gainsaying generation.” But is that the 
true explanation ? If Wordswortli had had humour, 
persecution would hardly have robbed him of the 
humour. I doubt much if he ever had any. He 
was a “prophet of Nature,” and as a prophet of 
Nature he had, likeL the prophets of God, a certain 
rapture of his own which rendered him insensible to 
humour. As the countryside said of him, he went 
“ booing about, ” that is, half chanting to himself the 
thoughts which Nature and God put into his heart, 
and had little or no room for that fine elasticity in 
passing from one mood to another which is of the 
essence of all humour. He was a man of high 
passion, though he never let the vrorld see it except 
in the reflex form of rapturous meditation. He was 
a man of deep affections, though h(3 forbade to joy 
and sorrow their most natural outlets. For he was, 
above all, a man of deep reserves, a man of “ keen, 
intense, and frugal ” nature, who had little part in 
the ordinary excitements and enjoyments of the 
world, and was therefore also one in whose excite 
merits and enjoyments the world could find little 
beyond food for amazcmeirc. 



MR. MORLEY ON WORDSWORTH 

Mu. Moklky’s politics do not use him up or wear 
him out. lie has seldom written anything fresher 
or more vigorous than the essay on M^ordsworth 
which he has })ierixcd to Macinillan^s new and 
admirable one -volume edition of the poet, — the 
only complete edition, as it alone contains “The 
Recluse,” which is now ])ublished for the first time. 
Yet while I heartily admire this admirable introduc- 
tion, which touches the true Wordsworth at so many 
points and with .so^much delicacy, I do not agree 
with what I iuider.stand to be Mr. Morley^s view, 
that it is more as teacher and less as pure poet 
that Wordsworth is most admirable. For my part, 
wherever Wordsworth becomes didactic I find his 
poetiy below par. 1 heartily agree with Matthew 
Arnold’s commentary on the passages from Words- 
worth which bald-headed and spectacled educationists 
pour forth from educational platforms, and almost 
found it in my heart to cheer the scornful satire 
with which Mr. Arnold entreated us to turn “from 
these bold, bad men ” to the true Wordsworth. I 
will admit to Mr. Morley that “there are great 
tracts in Wordsworth which by no definition and 
on no terms can be called poetry.” I will admit 
127 
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to him that “ Wordsworth hardly knows how to be 
stern as Dante c r Milton was ster,»i ; nor has he the 
note of plangent sadness which strikes the oar in 
men so morally inferior to him as Rousseau, Keats, 
Shelley, or Coleridge ; nor has he the Olympian air 
with which Goethe delivered sage oracles.” But 
I cannot admit — I. strenuously deny — that “ in 
purely poetic quality” Wordsworth is surpassed 
by men who were below him in weight or 
greatness. I should say that in genuine “poetic 
quality” — though it is genuine ])oetic (piality of 
a somewhat unique and limited if infinitely lofty 
kind, and not one which includes either “depth 
and variety of colour,” or “penetrating and subtle 
sweetness of music” — Wordsworth is not surpassed 
by any English poet who ever lived. Tt is true, 
1 think, that wherever Wordsworth is greatest 
he lifts us into a world far above our own, and 
that wherever he is most lamentably dreary he 
tries so to lift us, and fails ; but what J vehemently 
deny is that ho succeed.s in lifting us into that 
world above our own by viftue of his didactic 
impulse, which, indeed, he often tries u])on us with 
no effect but tint of repelling instead of exalting 
us. But in his proper held, 1 hold, that (as Mr. 
De Vere, him.self no mean poet, has maintained 
in a very striking essay) Wordsworth^s passion is 
passion of the most genuine kind, — indeed in my 
estimation far moi*e exalted than the passion of 
Byron, or Shelley, or Keats, or Coleridge, or oven 
Burns. But then, its proper held is a hold which 
hardly any poet but himself knows how to enter 
at all ; it introduces us to a sort of fourth dimension 
in the poetic world, to a previously uritra veiled 
region of poetry where Wordsworth lives almost 
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jxlono, and nearly every other poet is simply 
nowhere. Poems •like I he “ Ode fo Duty,” the 
“Lines Written near Tintern Abbey,” “The 
Cuckoo,” “Ihe Dallodils,” “I wandered lonely as 
a cloud,” “Tlie Affliction of Margaret,” and at 
least fifty others, seem to me to have genuine 
“])octic quality” of a sort in ^hich Wordsworth 
has not only no rival, but hardly even a comjianion. 
Perhaps there is a piece or two among Henry 
Vaughan’s beautiful poem.<» in which I might say 
• that he indicates poetic quality of the same high 
kind, Put where is the highest passion to be 
found, if it is not to be found in poems such as 
these of AVordsworth, — passion in its highest and 
truest sense, in the sense in which it indicates a 
true lapturc, because it means that the poet is 
carried ofi’ his feet by a spirit which at once takes 
possession of him and exalts him ? Shelley’s poetry 
often expresses the same sense of rapture, but in 
a much lower region, for wln’le we feel that 
Shelley is taken possession of by some exquisitely 
musical passion of soriOAv or desire, the rapture 
docs not exalt him, as it exilts Wordsworth, into 
a sphere f ir ]mrer and loftier than his own. Every 
one knows the “Ode to Duty,” and every one who 
is not so definitely hostile to Wordsworth as to be 
unable to enter into it at all, is struck by it ; and 
for my p:nf, I doubt whclher theie is any rapture 
expressed in our language quite so exalting as the 
rapture of the last stanza but one : — 


Stern giver ! yet thou dost v ear 
The Godhead^s most beuignaut grace ; 
Nor know we anything so fair 
Ah is t lie smile upon thy face : 


K 
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Flowers laugh before tliee on their beds 

And fragivince in thy footing Creads ; 

Thou dost preserve the stars from wrong ; 

And the most ancient heavens, through Thee, are 
fre^ih and strong. 

It is quite true that in Wordsworth’s highest strain 
there is always \he note of “volition and self- 
government,” but that indicates the theme rather 
than the poetic force or movement. You see that 
Wordsworth prepared himself for his highest work 
by ofl'ering a strong resistance to the impulses 
which solicited him, instead of yielding to them as 
Shelley would have done; but so far he had not 
even touched the mood of poetry ; he had only 
prepared himself for inspiration by a sort of 
spiritual initiation of his own. For he well knew 
that the Muse was most accessible to him in this 
mood, and that when he had prepared himself by 
strenuous effort to receive her, she was most likely 
to lift him to her highest heaven. But it was not 
the ascetic preparation of heart and will which 
involved any element of raphire ; it was only that 
without this ascetic preparation the rapture never 
came, or never came in its noblest and loftiest 
form. If he waited in vain, then ho wrote the 
sort of verse which Mr. Arnold’s “ bold, bad men ” 
love to pour forth from platforms. But often, at 
least, he did not wait in vain, and then Wordsworth 
Avas able to express, as no other English poet has 
ever been able to express, Avhat Mr. Bagehot so 
finely described as “the lonely rapture of lonely 
minds.” For though that rapture is in Wordsworth 
a consequence of volition, it is by no means true 
that when it comes it usually contains in even 
such a “ direct appeal to will and conduct ” as does 
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the *‘Ode to Duty.” Take the exquisite poems 
on “Yarrow Unvi»ited,” “The Solitary Reaper,” 
“ Three years she grew in sun and shower,” among 
scores of the same kind, and you will not find a 
line in any of them which the “ bold, bad men ” 
would care to quote, or which would answer the 
purpose of any one who wanted 4o make “a direct 
appeal to will and conduct.” How would it answer 
their purpose to proclaim to the world the existence 
of a boy among the woods and islands of Winander 
* of whom it might be truly said that — 

with fiiigera interwoven, both hands 
Pressed closely palm to palm, and to his mouth 
Uplifted, he, as through an instiauuent, 

Blew mimic hootings to the silent owls 

That they might answer him. And they would shout 

Across the w^alery vale, and shout again, 

Responsive to his call, with quivering peals 
And long halloos, and screams and echoes loud, 
Redoubled and redoubled ; concourse wdld 
Of jocund din ! And when there came a pause 
Of sileiioo such as bfifSed his best skill ; 

Then sometimes in that silence, while he hung 
Listening, a gentle shock of mild surprise 
Has carried far into his heart the voice 
Of mountain torrents j or the visible scene 
Would enter unawares into his mind 
With all its solemn imagery, its rocks, 

Its woods, and tliat uncertain heaven received 
Into the bosom of tlie steady lake. 

What “appeal to will and conduct” could be ex- 
tracted from that? The “bold, bad men” would 
probably say that this was a “ bold, bad boy,” who 
ought to have been studying the rudiments of 
political economy or sociology, instead of blowing 
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mimic bootings to the silent owls that they might 
answer him ” ^ and yet, though’ there is no vestige 
of an “ appeal to will and conduct ” in these lines, 
there is ample evidence in them that they are the 
offspring of volition and self-government, so far 
as this, that they flow from a mood born of Words- 
worth^s “steady isjsistance to the ebb and flow of 
ordinary desires and regrets.” The “ shock of mild 
surprise ” that “ carried far into his heart the voice 
of mountain torrents,” was a shock of rapture 
sprung from that vigilant and eager solitude in ' 
which the boy severed himself from Nature, in order 
that he might watch the incoming to his mind of 
“ the voice of mountain torrents,” and surprise the 
solemn imagery that had entered it “unawares,” 
and had yet taken more definite shape within it 
than even in “ the bosom of the steady lake.” Or 
take such a characteristic passage as that in the 
third book of “ The Excursion, ” whore the Solitary, 
after the loss of his child and wife, describes how — 

By pain of heart — now checkc^d — and now impelled — 

The intellectual powei* through words and things 

Went sounding on, a dim and perilous way. 

Here, again, there is nothing that Mr. Arnold’s 
“bold, bad men” would quote, except as a warning; 
but no poet except Wordsworth could have written 
these three lines. They, too, are the offspring of a 
mood of volition and self-control ; but the grandeur 
of them is no product of the loom of volition and 
self-control ; it is due to a rapture of solitude which 
no voluntary power possesses the spell to summon 
up. Wordsworth had watched his own heart, now 
checking, now impelling his intellect, as the latter, 
oast the leads into the deep soundings of human hope 
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«,iid dread, of human endeavour an^ failure; and 
the result was these* noble lines, which shadow forth 
the intellectual history of many a soul that has been 
shipwrecked and yet has ultimately reached “ the 
haven where it would be '' ; and of many a soul, 
too, that has been shipwrecked without ultimately 
reaching that desired haven. Ycl) passages such as 
those that have been quoted, and poems such as 
those that have been named, could have sprung from 
the genius of no English poet but Wordsworth, and 
could not have sprung from even his mind, in spite 
of all its careful sweeping and garnishing, had not 
a spirit and a passion descended upon him for which 
that sweeping and garnishing were a mere invocation. 
Mr. Morley finely says that Wordsworth could not 
command that “note of plangent sadness” which 
strikes the ear in men morally his inferiors in every 
way. And that is true, for “plangent sadness” is 
the sadness conveyed by the idle lapping of the 
wave, and Wordsworth, even if he sat on “an old 
grey stone” and seeiyed to dream his time away, 
was one who brought with him a heart “that 
watches and receives ” — that watched hungrily and 
received gratefully. But though there was no 
perfect note of “plangent sadness” in Wordsworth, 
there was a note of far rarer and higher kind, a 
triumphant sadness which steadily faces the Tvorst 
sufFcrings of humanity, and wins from them a more 
exalted hope. If he paints, as he often does, “dim 
sadness and blind thoughts I knew not nor could 
name,” if ho can tell us — 

I thought of Chatterton, the marvellous boy. 

The sleepless soul that perished in his pride ; 

Of him who walked in glory and in joy, 

Following his plough npon the mountain side : 
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By oiir^own spirits are we deified ; 

We Poets in our youth begin in gladness, 

But thejeforc come in the end despondency 
and madness — 

it is not to depict the lapping of any wave of sadness 
on his heart, but to show how he can triumph over 
it, and elicit the sense of human grandeur even from 
the most desolate of human fates, I cannot at all 
agree with Mr. Morley that Wordsworth “had not 
rooted in him the sense of Fate, of the inexorable' 
sequences of things, of the terrible chain that so 
often binds an awful end to some slight and trivial 
beginning.” What does he say to such lines as these? 

Auiid the groves, under the shadowy hills, 

The generations are prepared ; the pangs. 

The internal pangs arc ready, — the dread strife 
Of poor humanit/s afllicted wilL 

But with this sense of fate Wordsworth had a con- 
viction that in man there is something intended to 
defy fate, and to wiring even from “ the inexorable 
sequences of things,” even from “ the terrible chain 
that so often binds the awful end to some light 
and trivial beginning,” a strength greater than the 
strength of fate, w^hich fate cannot crush. Words- 
worth had convinced himself that even where fate 
oppresses, it oppresses to show^ — 

that consolation springs 
From sources deeper far than deepest pain ; 

and he carried about with him the passionate 
exaltation of that conviction. 



DOROTHY WORDSWORTH\S SCOTCH 
JOURNAL 

Everything frcsli wo loam of Wordsworth deepens 
the impression of that hardy, imaginative simplicity 
which is the chief characteristic of his genius. This 
is one great charm of his sister^s diary of the 
Highland tour of 1803. Miss Woidsworth, who 
cherished every incident connected with the origin 
of one of his poems, puts down in this journal, not 
for public perusal, but for the wife who stays behind 
with her child, the modest story of their adventures, 
and yet not a word of it from beginning to end 
betrays the conscious seeker after {esthetic feelings, 
or suggests the attendant nymph sharing something 
of the glow of a ])oet^s inspiration. Tliere is a 
remarkable self-restraint, not to say fortitude, in 
the manner in which the constantly recurring bad 
weather, and not unfrequently severe discomforts 
of the journey are described, as though nothing 
better were to be expected. There is not a trace 
of the feeling that there was any sort of merit in 
the ideal object of the travellers’ search, or any 
prerogative belonging to a poet who is injuriously 
treated by the bullets to which ordinary men are 
liable. The journal is as simple and natural as if 
there were no poetic reputation either to gain or to 
135 
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keep up. When any touch of poetry marks the , 
journal, it is rfd plain that it coaies there througli 
the natural ardour of the wnter^s own — not even 
her brother's — feelings, as it is that when you might 
conventionally have expcclod it, it is often not to 
be found. Miss Wordsworth writes generally with 
extreme literalness t^f the incidents of travel, though, 
of course, as one whose expectations are on the 
stretch for the beauties of which she has lioard so 
much. Her brother and Coleridge figure not in the 
least as poets, but simply as fellow-travellers who 
share her fatigues and enjoyments, and wdio fre- 
quently help her to discern what is most memorable. 
Anything less like the stylo of a “sentimental 
journey,” of a pilgrimage made in order to experience 
exalted feelings, it is impossible to imagine. More- 
over, there is no effort in Miss Wordsworth's diary 
to look at things with her brother's eyes. She 
keeps her own eager, lively eyes on everything, 
and even when she gets hold of a scene which 
profoundly strikes her, she does not attempt to 
Wordsworthise upon it, but jVist defines her own 
impressions, and there leaves it. A being of com- 
pleter simplicity than Dorothy Wordsworth I should 
think it not easy to find again. Principal Shairp, 
in his very interesting preface, gives us De Quincey's 
graphic account of her wild bright eyes and abrupt 
reserve of manner thus : — 

Her face was of Egyptian brown ; rarely in a woman 
of English birth had I seen a more determinate gipsy 
tan. Her eyes were not as soft as Mrs. Wordsworth’s, 
nor were they fierce or bold; but they were wild, and 
startling, and hurried in their motion. Her manner was 
warm, and even ardent ; her sensibility seemed constitu- 
tionally deep ; and some subtle fire of impassioned intellect 
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apparently burned within her, wliich — being alternately 
pushed forward into a conspicuous expression by the 
irresistible instincts of her temperament, and then im- 
mediately checked in obedience to the decorum of her 
sex and age and h(‘r maidtmly condition — gave to her 
whole demeanour, and to her conversation, an air of em- 
barrassmont, and even of self-conftict, that was almost 
distressing to witness. Even her very utterance and 
enunciation often suhered in point of clearness and 
stead iiKiSs, from the agitation of her excessive organic 
sensibility. At times tln^ self-counteraction and self- 
batHuig of her feelings (ifuist’d her even to stannrier. But- 
the greatest deductions from Miss Wordsworth’s attrac- 
tions, and from the. exceeding interest which surrounded 
her, in right ol' liei* character, of her histor}, and of the 
relation which she fullilled towaixls her brother, were 
the glancing quickness of her motions, and other circum- 
stances in h(*r deportment (such as her stooping attitude 
when walking), which gave an ungraceful character to her 
appearance when out of dooi*8. 

But though this liright, eager manner penetrates 
many portions of her diary, there is no trace iji 
it of the einban Hssment or conflict of feeling of 
which Do Quincey speaks, and which may very 
possibly have been more or less provoked by his 
own critical glances. What one notes in it is the 
delicacy of her appreciation of all the human in- 
terests of the scenes visited, a considerable power 
of artless intensity in describing any scene, whether 
grand or simple, which struck her imagination, — 
and was ofteiicr simple than grand,- -and a certain 
.ardent iiimbleness in her manner of looking at 
things, which reminds one very often of the few sets 
of verses by her published amongst her brother^a 
poems. One is especially often reminded in this 
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journal of that charming little child’s poem by Miss , 
Wordsworth, beginning — “ 

What way does the wind come ? Which way does he go ? 
He rides over the w'ater, and over the snow, 

Througli wood and through vale, and o’er rocky height, 
Which the goat cannct scale, takes his sounding flight. 

The full brightness of that gay and breezy little 
poem is to be found less frequently than one could 
wish in the diary of this rather gloomy- weathered 
tour ; but one is very often struck with the 
pleasure which Miss Wordsworth feels in tracing, 
just as in that poem, the effect of an influence of 
which she cannot tell the whence or the whither, 
and the extreme enjoyment with which she takes 
note of anything like a godsend. Take this, for 
instance : — 

The woman of the house was very kind : ^v lienevei- 
we asked her for anything it seoincd a fresh pleasure to 
her that she liad it for us ; she always answered with a 
sort of softening-down of the Scot(5i exclamation, “ Hoot ! 
Ho ! yep, yc’Jl gel that,"’ and hied to lier cupboard in 
the ppence. We were amused with the phrase, “Ye’ll get 
that,” in the Higlilandp, which fipj)earcd to us as if it 
came from a pei petual feeling of the difficulty with which 
most things arc procured . . .We asked for sugar, butter, 
barley -bread, and milk, and with a smile and a stare 
more of kindness than wonder, she replied, “Ye’ll get 
that,” bringing each article separately ... We caroused 
our cups of coffee, laughing like children at the strange 
atmosphere in wliich we were : the smoke came in gusts, 
and spread along the walls and above our heads in the 
chimney, where the hens were joosting, like light clouds 
in the sky. We laughed and laughed again, in spite of 
the smarting of our eyes, yet had a quieter pleasure in 
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observing the beauty of tbe beains and rafters gleaming 
between tbe cloud« of smoke. They^had been crusted 
over and varnished by many winters, till, where the fire- 
light fell upon them, they were as glossy as black rocks 
on a sunny day cased in ice. When we liad eaten our 
supper we sat about half an hour, and I think T never 
had felt so deeply the blessing oS a hospitable welcome 
and a warm fire . . . The walla of the whole house were 
of stone unplastered. It consisted of three aj^artments, — 
the cow-house at one end, the kitchen or house in the 
middle, and the spence at the other end. The rooms 
were divided, not up to the rigging, but only to the 
beginning of the roof, so that there was a fi*ee passage 
for light and smoke from one end of the house to the 
other. I went to bed some time before the family. The 
door was shut between us, and they had a bright fire, 
which I could not see ; but the light it sent up among 
the varnislicd rafters and beams, which crossed each other 
in almost as intricate and fantastic a manner as I have 
seen the underboughs of a largo beech-tree withered by tbe 
depth of the shade above, produced the most beautiful 
effect tljat can be conceived. It was like what I should 
sui>pose an underground cave or temple to be, wuth a 
dripping or moist roof, and the moonlight entering in 
upon it by some moans or other, and yet the colours 
were more like melted gems. I lay looking up till the 
light of the fire faded away, and the man and his wife 
and child had crept into their bed at the other end of 
the room, J did not sleep much, but passed a comfort- 
able night, for my b(id, tliough hard, was warm and clean : 
the unusualness of my situation prevented me from 
sleeping. I could hear the waves beat against the shore of 
the lake ; a little • syke ” close to the door made a much 
louder noise ; and when I sate up in my bed I could see 
the lake through an open window-place at the bed’s head. 
Add to this, it rained all night. I was less occupied by 
the remembrance of the Troasachs, beautiful as they were, 
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tlian the vision of the Highland hut, whi«ih I c-ould not 
get out. of my hVad. I thought of the Fairyland of 
Spenser, and wliat I had read in romance at other times, 
and then, what a feast it would be for a London paiito- 
mimc-niaker, could he but transplant it to Drury Lane, 
with all its beautiful colours 1 

Fividently tho indications of j)overty of resource in 
the Highland woman's larder, the triumph with 
which she identified anything asked for, as amongst 
the very small category of things obtainable in her 
house, made the little meal all the more delightful 
to Miss Wordsworth, who felt a poetry in the 
surprises of nature and life, which she could not 
so much feel in the habitual oj-der thereof. This 
seems to have been the secret also of her delight in 
the hying shadows crossing the rafters as she lay in 
bed in the Highland hut, listening to the plash of 
the waves of Loch Katrine, and yot thinking more 
of the novelty and picturesqueness of hor own 
position, in one compartment of a hut shared with 
her by a cow and the Highland ferryman and 
his family. Indeed, as every one has noticed who 
has hitherto criticised this diary, Miss Wordsworth 
is always more alive to the human touches in the 
midst of natural beauty than even to the natural 
beauty itself. 0n Loch Lomond she singles out a 
little bark-hut on a lonely island as an object of 
special inteiest, and they get the boatman to land 
at the bark-hut that they may enjoy its beauty the 
more. Again, how a single desolate figure makes 
the whole scene seem desolate to hor, and how her 
words immediately shiver, as it were, in sympathy 
with the loneliness she feels ! — 

Came to a bark-hut by the shores, and sate for some 
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tune under the shelter of it. While we were here a poor 
woman with a littl® child by her side lagged a penny of 
me, and asked where she could “find quarters in the 
village.” She was a travelling beggar, a native of Scot- 
land, had often “ heard of that water,” but was never there 
before. This woman’s appearance, while the wind was 
rustling about us, and the waves^ breaking at our feet, 
was very melancholy; the waters looked wide, tlie hills 
many, and dark, and far oi1‘ — no house but at Luss. I 
thought what a dreary waste must this lake be to such 
poor creatures, struggling with fatigue and poverty and 
unknown ways ! 

What a tone of sympathetic dreariness there is in 
the words, “ the waters looked wide, the hills many, 
and (lark, and far oil’,” when they come in as the 
mere shadow of the poor woman’s desolation. Again, 
observe her delight when the solitude of Loch Awe 
is broken by the sudden appearance of a vessel on 
it : — 

After mi had wound for some time through the valley, 
having met neitlier %ot- traveller, horse, nor cart, we 
started at the sight of a single vessel, just as it turned 
round the point of a hill, coming into the reach of the 
valley where \vi*, w'erc*. She floated steadily through the 
middle of the 'svater, with one large sail spread out full 
swollen by the breeze, that blew her right towards us. I 
cannot express what romantic images this vessel brought 
along with her — how much more beautiful the mountains 
appeared, the lake how much more graceful. There was 
one man on board, w'^ho sate at the, helm, and he, having 
no compan ion, made the boat look more silent than if we 
eould not have seen him. I had almost said the ship, 
for on that narrow water it appeared as large as the ships 
which 1 have watched sailing out of a harbour of the 
sea^ 
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Of course, the chief interest of this journal will be 
usually regarde^i as its accounts oC the few incidents 
which were the germs of some of Wordsworth’s 
most striking poems, — that, for instance, which 
suggested the lines to a Highland girl at Inversneyde, 
upon Loch Lomond, and that which gave rise to the 
lines, “What, you 'are stepping Westward?” In 
both instances we see something more than the mere 
occasion, indeed, the true germ of the poetic con- 
ception which makes the poem, in Miss Wordsworth’s 
own thought. In both cases we find it easy to 
conceive that Wordsworth’s fine tribute to his 
sister, — 

She gave me eyes, she gave me ears, 

And humble cares and delicate fears, 

• A heart the fountain of sweet tears'. 

And love and thought and joy, 

was literally true ; for in both cases the starting- 
point of the poem, its very mood and tone of feeling, 
is supplied by the sister, though all the brooding 
power of the brother was needea to make so much 
out of so little. Take the first case as an example. 
This is Miss Wordsworth’s account of the Highland 
girl to whom her brother’s poem was, but not till 
after many weeks, written ; — 

I think I never heard the Englisli language sound 
more sweetly than from the mouth of the elder of these 
girls, while she stood at the gate answering our inquiries, 
her face flushed with the rain : her pronunciation was 
clear and distinct : without difficulty, yet slow, like that 
of a foreign speech . . , She moved with unusual activity, 
which was chastened very delicately by a certain hesitation 
in her looks when she spoke, being unable to understand 
us but imperfectly 
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And here is the fine passage into which Wordsworth 
expanded his sister's thought • 

Thou wear’flt upon thy forehead clear 
The freedom of a Mountaineer : 

A face witJi gladness overspread ! 

Soft smiles, by human kindness bred I 
And seemliness complete, ^hat sways 
Thy courtesies, about thee plays ; 

With no restraint, but such as springs 
['"rom quick and eager visitings 
Of thoughts that lie beyond the reach 
Of thy few words of English speech : 

A bondage sweetly brooked, a strife 
That gives thy gestures grace and life ! 

So have I, not unmoved in mind, 

Seen birds of tempest-loving kind — 

Thus beating up against the wind. 

Noble as the passage is, and especially its concluding 
image, Miss Wordsworth’s description conveys a far 
more distinct definition than this does of the real 
manner portrayed, when she speaks of the girl’s 
want .of knowledge* of English as “ very delicately 
chastening ” her activity by the hesitation of bearing 
and modesty of speech it produced. Wordsworth’s 
phrase, 

A bondage sweetly brook’d, a strife 
That gives thy gestures grace and life, 

is more deeply charged with meditation ; but the 
“ delicately chastened ” activity conveys better the 
exact idea of the feminine modesty with which the 
Highland lass deprecated her own power to choose 
her words correctly, than the grandei’ range of the 
poet’s language. 



SIR WALTER SCOTT 

Mr. Balfour said well in the Chapter House of 
Westminster Abbey, that happy as was Sir Walter 
Scott's style in so [)ainting his large canvases as to 
give us an adequate conception of the most striking 
scenes of a long past, it was not mainly in his style, 
but in the matter of his inimitable stories, that 
he has surpassed all the other writers of English 
romance. It is true enough that Scott represented, 
and repi'esented as no other writer has ever repre- 
sented, the reaction against the abstract doctrines 
of the eighteenth century, ahd substituted for them 
the concrete and rich detail of \fhich his imagination 
was so full. But by chat very capacity for com- 
bining all the glow and colour of a picturesque past 
with the concrete historic figures and vivacity of 
detail in which that past life attained its greatest 
dignity and interest, Scott deviated from the earlier 
conception of romance and mingled with it the 
criticism of a broad sagacity and the business 
insight of a shrewd realist. Sir Walter hardly ever 
takes us into a dull world, but nevertheless never 
into an unreal or abstract world. His history is, as 
Mr. Balfour said, often inaccurate ; indeed, it was 
usually made intentionally so, that he might give a 
more concentrated picture of that which struck his 
.. 144 
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own imagination most powerfully. His inaccuracy 
*was almost always of a kind whicH gave the im- 
pression of the truth far better than the most 
painstaking accuracy over could have given it. 
Indeed, so far as I differ from Mr. Balfour at all, it 
would be in doubting whether Scott did depend so 
much on the opportuneness ofi his gifts for the 
special temper of the world in which he lived, as 
Mr. Balfour suggests. It may well be that the 
genius of some men is so great that they really 
* create the demand for what they can bestow. And 
of those Sir Walter Scott seems to me one of the 
most conspicuous. There is something so large and 
simple in his genius that his readers hardly think 
of themselves as readers of mere romance. The 
l)easants are drawn as vividly as the kings, and the 
kings as the peasants. His readers are admitted 
to the very heart of reality, even when the romantic 
touch is most vigorous. 

Scott never gives you the sense of confining his 
interest to his story. There is always a lifelike 
background, a sense ctf the largeness and complexity 
of human life, of its business, and of its manifold 
enterprises clashing against each other, which takes 
you out of the narrow interests of passion and 
mere adventure. In Kenilworth we have Queen 
Elizabeth playing off her nobles against each other 
as only a great Queen could do it ; in The Fortum s 
of Nigel the fussy and timid James consoles 
himself for his own conscious weakness by dis- 
playing gleams of shrewdness even when he is 
cowering before his own courtiers ; in The Heart 
of Midlothian a cann}'' Scotch nobleman avails 
himself of Queen Caroline's deep sense of what was 
in the larger sense expedient because it was just, 
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and jnst ‘because it was expedient, to obtain a„ 
pardon for the sister of the heroine ; in Imnlm 
a most picturesque contrast is drawn between the 
crafty dealings of the great order of the Templars 
and the heavy Saxon nobles with their clumsy 
strength and dull st]*aightf or ward ness ; in Old 
Mortality the mind is fixed on tlie contest between 
the stern Puritan fanatics and the military cold- 
bloodedness of Claverhouse and his soldiers ; in 
Anne of Geiersiein^ the heart-broken })ride of 
Margaret of Anjou dying in the midst of King 
Rent’s vain and shallow and tinselled court is 
painted with singular force. Everywhere in Scott’s 
stories you see a large background depicting the 
real affairs of the world, and you feel as if you were 
moving amidst the bewildering paradoxes of human 
nature on a large scale, and not on the narrow stage 
of mere adventure or romance. Nor is it in the 
field of the greater historic exploits alone that 
you feel the touch of a vivid realism. Not only is 
Louis XL pictured in all his courage and craft 
and superstition, overfinessing his own hand in his 
eagerness to master the mad rages of his powerful 
vassal, Charles the Bold, but in the very same story 
we have the most lively picture of the singular 
combinatioii of cold treachery and tenacious 
gratitude in the tribes of gipsies who were just then 
spreading over Europe ; and, again, the rashness and 
shrewdness of those great Flemish burghers who, 
with all their keenness for commercial gain, were so 
arrogant and heady as to risk all their wealth on 
the fortunes of an unequal contest with the great 
military power of Burgundy, in credulous reliance 
on the secret promises of a wily French King who 
never hesitated to sacrifice an ally when he failed to 
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> mature his crafty schemes, is set before us with equal 
power. Again, wfiat could be more striking than 
Scott’s intimacy with all the details of the life of 
the poor, when he paints the toil and griefs of the 
poor fishermen and fishwomen on the coast of 
Fife, or the dumb fidelity of th^ Saxon serf, or the 
struggles in the heart of the father of eJeanie and 
Efiie Deans, when ho has to choose between love for 
his daughter and fidelity to his religion ; or the 
humours of the Scotch vagrant, Edie Ochiltree, or 
the didactic conceit and selfish unscrupulousness of 
the Pharisaic gardener, Andrew Fairservice ? Scott 
is as much at home with the serving-meii as he is 
with the Queens and Kings with whom his imagina- 
tion delighted to busy itself. Everywhere you sec 
Large glimpses of the real world through the spacious 
windows of liis glowing mind and memory. He is 
as familiar with the kitchen of the palace as he is 
with its Court. The Earl of Murray’s menials are 
as powerfully suggested as his grim counsellors and 
jealous rivals, and »lames I.’s cook is almost as 
necessary a figure in the picture of his Court at 
Westminster as is Buckingham or Prince Charles. 
This it is which makes Scott’s romances so much 
more fascinating than ordinary novels. They fill 
you with the sense of the greatness and complexity 
of the world, and yet they never weary you with 
those long digressions with which the more am- 
bitious writers of romance try to fill in the back- 
ground of their story. Compare Scott’s stories, 
for instance, with Bulwer’s Last Days of Pompeii^ 
or Last of the Barons, and you see immediately 
the vast superiority of the former in mingling the 
realities of life with the glow of passion and the 
charm of pageant. 
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Of course it ,is quite true that Scott is not always ♦. 
at his best. Walking ladies and gentlemen, like 
Rowena in Ivanhoe, or Isabella Wardour in The 
Antiquary^ glide through his pages and hardly 
leave a trace on the memory. The humour of his 
“ Introductions,” aj well as of the tags to which his 
oddities are addicted, is often overweighted, is often 
heavy. I weary of his Jedediah Cleishbottom, and 
even of Lady Margaret Bellenden in her castle of 
Tillietudlem. Nor are his semi-supernatural per- 
sonages like Meg Merrilies and Magdalen Graeme as 
impressive as they ought to be. But yet he has a 
great genius for that touch of madness which makes 
both his daft Scotch boys, and his pictures of 
genuine mental excitement, like that of Madge 
Wildfire, so effective. There was a harebrained 
element in Scott that when it really took possession 
of him was full of eerincss, all the more that his 
great breadth of sober sense threw it out with 
singularly vivid force. There is nothing more 
powerful than his picture of, Mary Stuart’s mind 
in The Ahhof when it gets unhinged in recalling 
the tragedies of hex earlici' life ; or than the scenes 
in the Bride of Lainmrnioor, where Lucy Ashton’s 
anguish turn:5 her brain. Even in his own life, in 
the journal which he kept of his private dreads 
and sufferings, one sees traces of the fire of that 
great imagination when it carried him beyond the 
control of his cool and lucid judgment. Without 
that strain of wildness in Scott which showed itself 
in such despair as the motto which he wrote when 
he first realised the failing of his genius, in Count 
Robert of Baris, we should never have had the 
greatest of all our imaginative writers excepting only 
Shakespeare : — 
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The storm increases- --’tis no suiiny sliowor 
Fostorcid in the nigoist breast of Marclf or April, 

Or such as parc.hed Summer cools his lip with ; 
iTeavon’s windows are flung wide ; the inmost deeps 
Call, in hoarse greetings, one upon another ; 

On comes the flood in all its foaming horrors, 

And where’s the dike shall stop 

Inhere, and in the burst of chivalrous feeling that 
suggested the verse, — 

Sound, sound the Clarion, fill the life, 

To all the sensual world proclaim 
One crowded hour of glorious life 

Is ^vorth a w^orld without a name, — 

we have t}u3 touch of fire that electrified into living 
and moving foims all the massive contents of that 
great mind, — and that went far towards wshattering 
his earthly happiness while it secured his everlasting 
fame. 
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Tuts is such a book as the world has not often seen. 
No doubt the most impressive portions of it arc not 
new, for Mr. Lockhart (quoted freely from it in the 
most delightful of all biographies. But to have it- 
without the omissions then made, and to have it in 
a single whole, is as different from having it as a 
mere factor in a fascinating biography, as to have 
the whole web of a skilful weaver is different from 
having a great composite structure into which parts 
of that web have been skilfully incorporated. These 
two impressive volumes contain one of the most 
effective pictures of a really st^iong man, painted as 
only that man himself could have painted it, which 
the English language contains. It is true tragedy 
without the idealising background generally given 
to tragedy, the story of a great intellectual and moral 
struggle ending in defeat, but in defeat in which 
there is absolutely no personal failure, no conscious 
yielding of a single inch of ground, no concession* to 
weakness, no self-deception, no shrinking from the 
truth, no despondency, and no ostentation of pre- 
tended indifference. Everywhere you see the same 
large, clear insight, the same large, genial nature, 
the same indomitable resolution, dhe same sober 
suffering, the same calm fortitude, the same frank 
150 
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^determination to face the worst and to do the best. 
It is rarely, indcedf that so sunny a ifeture as Scott’s 
is seen in such dark eclipse without a great deal 
more bitterness or collapse than Scott ever betrays. 
And yet, though the heart of religion is in Scott, 
you cannot say that his Journal shows what can be 
called a spiritual nature. He fetls keenly the duty 
of submission to God’s will in his misfortunes, but 
he does not dwell on it, he subraiis in the darkness, 
as it were, but without at all realising that to im- 
plant the disposition to subdue his heart to the 
right frame of feeling was perhaps the very object 
of the sutFcrings with which he copes so manfully. 
The whole force of his large nature is thrown at once 
into the struggle to do what is honourable and right, 
and the effort to feel rightly is almost lost sight of 
in the effort to brace all his nature to high action. 
How little of tlie conscious spii'itual life there is in 
him, 1 see when the sense of worldly honour bursts 
out so strongly in his resolve to fight a duel about 
his Life of Napoleon rather than submit to the dis- 
grace, as he hchl it,^f not standing to his colours 
on behalf of his country. No man who had thought 
first and most of his spiritual life would have done 
that ; but Scott had the highest kind of natural 
goodness rather than of the supernatural, and that 
is precisely what makes the vivid light which this 
Journal throws on his inner life so profoundly 
interesting. You see the grandeur of the man’s 
whole make and character, — the large sympathy 
with all suffering, the magnanimity, the habit of 
^endurance, the slight scorn for his own sensitiveness, 
and yet the frank and hearty desire not to suffer, to 
have an end of his sufferings, which bespeaks the 
true man of the world, though n high-minded and 
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noble man of the world. It is the semi-Christian, 
stoicism in Scott which makes the inner life of this 
J ournal so fascinating, and at times so grand a spec- 
tacle. Fortunately, for the reader, the Journal opens 
a day or two — though only a day or two — before 
the anxieties as to the coming crash of his fortunes 
begin. The first^ entry is the 20th of November 
1825, the first note of the approaching storm appears 
on the 22nd, and on the 25th Sir Walter records his 
firm resolve to economise, but within a few days the 
whole pressure of the approaching catastrophe is felt, 
and on January 16, 1826, the crash came. The 
illness and death of his wife followed in the same 
spring, and then for three or four years Scott went 
labouring on in the interest of his creditors, using 
his great imagination as long as it would woik 
through his enfeebled physical organisation, to re- 
store what ho owed, to retrieve the spendthrift 
prodigality of his earlier years, and to reconcile 
himself to himself, so far as he could do so after his 
largo, clear sense had fairly recognised how deeply 
his rather harebrained passion' for land and position 
had involved him in responsibilities for other men 
whose speculative tendencies he could not control, 
and who were quite unfit to control their own. 

Let us take first what the Journal shows in 
abundance, — the large, sunny good sense that was 
the background of Sir Walter Scott’s great imagina- 
tion. What could be hap])ior than this criticism 
on the sanguineness of the Whig mind ? 

November 25 : — Read JeJfr(»y’B neat and well- 
intended address to the niechanic-s upon their combina- 
tions. Will it do good ? UmjJi ! It takes only the 
hand of a Liliputiaii to light a lire, but would require 



TKE JOURNAL OK SIR WALTER SCOTT 153 

• 

Uie diuretic powers of Gulliver to extinguisli it. The 
Whigs will live fiu(> die iu the heresy *that the world is 
ruled by little painphlotfi and s])eecheH, and that if you 
can suflicieiitly demonstrate that a line of conduct is 
most consistent with men’s interest, you have therefore 
and thereby demonstrated that they will at length, 
afU'r a few speeches on the subject, adopt it of coui’se. 
In this c#ise wx* would have (no) need of laws or churches, 
l‘nr I am sure tliere is no difficulty in proving that 
moral, I’egular, and steady habits conduce to men’s best 
interest, and that vice is not sin merely, but folly. But 
of these men each has passions and y)rejiidiccs, the 
gratification of which he ]>refers, not only to the general 
weal, bill to that of himself as an individual. LTnder 
the action of these wa,yward impulses a man drinks 
to-day though he is sure of starving to-morrow. He 
murders to-morrow though he is sure to be hanged on 
Wednesday. And iveoplo are so slow to believe that 
^^'hi(;h makes against their own predominant passions, 
that mechanics will combine to raise the price for one 
week, though they destroy the manufacture for ever. 

That is almost as*noarly true of our too sanguine 
reformers to-day as it was sixty years since. Then, 
as bo his genial stoicism, take this little entry a 
fe^v days later, when his daughter and Lockhart 
are leaving Scotland for London, Lockhart being 
aliout to take up the editing of the Quarterly 
Uemew : — 


Dercmho.r 5 : — This morning Lockhart and Sophia 
left us (iarly and without leave-taking ; when I rose at 
eight, o’clock they were fjone. This w'as very right. J 
» haUi red eyes and blowing of noses. et paii 

Uoinuvum est. Of all schools commend me to the 
Stoics. AVe cannot indeed overcome our affections, nor 
ought we if we could, but wc may re 2 )ress them within 
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due bounds, and avoid coaxing them to make fools of , 
those who shoukl be their masters I have lost some 
of the comforts to which I chiefly looked for enjoyment 
Well, T must make the more of such as remain — God 
bless them. And so “ I will unto my holy work again,” 
which at present is the description of that hdlige Kleehlatt^ 
that worshipful triumvirate, Danton, Robespierre, and 
Marat. 

Again, take this living sketoh (written in the 
middle of his own anxieties) of Henry Mackenzie, 
the author of The Man of Feeling : — 

Dccemher 6 : — A rare thing this literature, or love 
of fame or notoriety which accoinpaTiies it. Here is 
Mr. H(enry) M(acken/ie) on the very Inink of human 
dissolution, as actively anxious about it as if the curtain 
must not soon Iwj closed on that and everything else. 
He calls me his literary confessor ; and I am sure 1 am 
glad to return the kindneases which he showed me long 
since in George S(|uare. No man is less known from 
his writings. We would suppose a retired, modest, 
somewhat affected man, with white handkerchief 
and a sigh ready for eve ry sentiment. No suchj thing : 
H. M. is as alert as a contracting tailor’s needle in every 
sort of business — a politician and a sportsman — shoots 
and fishes in a sort even to this clay — and is the life 
of the company wdth anecdote and fun. Sometimes, 
his daughter tiflls me, he is in low spirits at home, Imt 
really I never see anything of it in society. 

I give these passages to show the wise and 
sagacious background of the mind by which the 
ig four years’ struggle of imaginative power, with ^ 
.^^^jmulating physical and moral troubles, was 
tioTiR ined. Now let me illustrate the temper of 
hand of® ^i^d under the first heavy shock of 
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, impending ruin. Mr. Douglas has enriched this 
edition of the Jowrhal with extracts from Mr. 
Skene^s reminiscences of Scott, which greatly add 
to the impressiveness of the Journal. And I shall 
illustrate the remarks in the Journal of January 
the 23rd, 1826 (just a week after the crash), by 
Mr. Skene's account of his walk with Sir Walter 
on the same day : — 

January 23 ; — Slept ill, not having been abroad 
these eight doyH—splendidcL hilis. Tlien a dead sleep in 
tho morning, and when the awakening comes, a strong 
feeling how well 1 could dispense witli it for once and 
for ever. This ])abses away, however, as better and more 
dutiful thoughts arise in my mind. I know not if my 
imagination has flagged : probably it has ; but at least 
my powers of labour have not diminished during the 
last melancholy week. On Monday and Tuesday my 
exertions w(*re suspended. Simxi Wednesday inclusive 
J have written thirty -eight of my close manuscript 
Images, of which seventy make a volume of the usual 
Novel size. Wrote till 12 a.m., finishing half of what 
I call a^ good day’s wofk — ten pages of print, or rather 
twelve. Then walked in Princes Street pleaMire grounds 
with good Samaritan James Skene, the only one among 
my numerous friends who can properly be termed 
amicus curarum mearum, others being too busy or too 
gay, and several being estranged by habit. 

To this passage the following note is appended : — 
“On tho morning of this day Sir Waltei* wrote 
tho following note to his friend : — 

. Dear Skene — If you are disposed for a walk in your 
gaidens any time this morning, I would gladly accom- 
pany you for an hour, since keeping the house so long 
begins rather to hurt me, and you, wdio supported the 
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other day the weight of iriy body, are jicrhaps best dis- 
posed to endure*the gloom of my iivnd. — Yours ever, 

W. S 

Castle Si hket, January 23. 

1 will call when you please : all hours after twelve 

are the same to me/’ 
c 

On his return from this walk, Mr. Skene wrote 
out his recollections of the conversation that had 
taken place : — 

Of his power to rebuild his shattered foifmies, Scott 
said, “ But woe’s me, I much mistrust luy vigour, for 
the b(‘.st of my energies are already expended. You 
have s( 3 en, my dear Skene, the Roman eouivsers urged 
to their speexi by a loaded spur attached to tludr backs 
to whet the rusty metal of their ag(3 -ay ! it is a 
leaden spur indeed, and it goads hard.” I added. 
But what do you think, Scott, of the bits of flaming 
paper that are pasted on the flanks of the poor jades ? 
If we could but stick certain small documents on your 
back, and set tire to them, 1 think you might submit 
for a time to the pricking of ^hc sj)ur.'‘’ He laughed 
and said, “ Ay ! Ay I — these weary bills if they were 
but as the thing that ia not — come, cdieer me u}) with 
an account of the Roman Carnival.” And, accordingly, 
with my endeavour to do so, he seemed as much interested 
as if nothing had happened to discompose the usual 
tenor of his mind, but still our conversation ever and ' 
anon dropt back into the same subject, in the course of 
which he said to me, “Do you know, I experience a 
sort of determined pleasure in confronting the very 
'^Nvorsi aspect of this sudden reverse, — in standing, as 
‘^overe, in the breach that has overthrown my fortunea, 
in te}} saying, Here I stand, at least an honest man. And 
tions if I have enemies, this I may at least with 

baud ^ never wittingly given cause of 
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♦enmity in the whole course of my li?e, for even the 
burnings of political •hale seemed to fiiift nothing in my 
nature to feed the fianui. I am not conscious of liaving 
borne a grudge towards any man, and at tliis moment 
of my overtlirow, so help me God, I wish well and feel 
kindly to every one. And if I thought that any of my 
works contained a sentence hurtful any one’s feelings, 
I would burn it. 1 think even my novels (for he did 
not disown any of them) are free from that blame,” He 
had been led to make this protestation from my liaving 
remarked to him the singularly general ieeling of good- 
will and sympathy towards him which every one vva.s 
anxious to testify upon the present occasion. The 
sentiments of resignation and of cheerful ric(iuiescence 
in the dispensation of the Almighty which he expressed 
were those of a Christian thankful for the blessings left, 
and billing, without osteiihalion, to do his best. It was 
really beautiful to see the. workings of a strong and 
upright mind under the first lash of adversity calmly 
j‘eposing upon the consolation alforded by his own 
integrity and manful purposes. “Lately,” he said, “3011 
saw me under the apprelicnsiou of the decay of my 
mental faculties, and i confess that I was under mortal 
fear wlTcu T found myself writing one word for another, 
and misspelling every woiil ; but that, wore oil’, and was 
pe-rliaps occasioned by the eftects ol“ the medicine I had 
heeii taking ; but have I not reason to he thankful that 
that misfui'tune did not assail me ? Ay ! few have 
more reason to feel grateful to the Disposer of all events 
than T have. — Mr. Skene’s Ke^niniscences. 


That comparison of Scott's, of his later iniagiini- 
tive career, — in which, by the way, he wrote 
, IFoodfifock, The Fair Maid of Perth, and Anne of 
Geierstein, as well as a great portion of the lAfe 
of Napoleon, and a multitude of smaller literary 
papers, besides discharging all his duties as Clerk 
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in the Courts of Law, — to the efforts of the Roman* 
coursers driven forth free from*the control of any 
rider, but pricked on by spurs which jangled con- 
stantly against their sides, seems to me a singularly 
fine and appropriate one, which really helps me to 
conceive and understand the labours of the last 
and greatest fouf years of his literary life, — 
greatest, of course, not imaginatively, but morally. 
Even during the composition and ininting of his 
first real failure , — Ccmnt Robert of Paru ^ — the first 
book in which signs of the ruin of the great 
imagination became distinctly visible, Scott seems 
to me almost greater and nobler than ho had ever 
been before. The power of his glorious imagina- 
tion was gone, but the mighty and sober will 
which struggled on even under the overwhelming 
burden of a conscious sense of decay, was more 
impressive in defeat than it had been even in 
victory. Scott would hardly have been persuaded 
that in many respects this private journal was his 
greatest woi k, — and of course, imaginatively speak- 
ing, it is far from his greatest work, — but it is 
certainly the work which is more likely to subdue 
other minds, struggling with much less, but to their 
lesser power perhaps relatively equal burdens, to 
that spirit of deep resignation and grave resolve 
with which Scott met some of the greatest trials 
man can have to bear, than anything which ho had 
written in the heyday of poetic inspiration and of 
dazzling imaginative triumphs. This book is one 
of the greatest gifts which our English literature 
has ever received. 



SIR WALTER SCOTT’S POEMS 

There is but one fault to find with this admirable 
and (iomploto edition of Sir Walter Scott’s Poems, — 
which appears in two forma, one with broad margins 
on large paper, wliich makes its physique as perfect 
as that of any book can be, and one of a somewhat 
smaller, though not an inconveniently small, size. 
Its great merit is that it contains all the poetical 
mottoes prefixed by Scott to the chapters of his 
various novels, as well as all his contributions to 
the Border Minstrelsy^ and also a brief, adequate, and 
very discriminating memoir by the editor, whose 
criticisjn is always Wise and generous. The fault 
is, that while all the poems are carefully dated, 
they are not — apparently for some insufficient 
reason connected with the convenience of the 
printer — arranged in chronological order. “The 
Lady of the Lake ” precedes “ Marmion,” which it 
ought to follow, and “The Bridal of Triermain,” 
which ought to succeed “ Rokeby ” and to precede 
“ The Lord of the Isles,” is printed last of the long 
poems. This is almost as much a subject for regret 
,as it would be, in a history of British poetry, to 
place Scott before Burns, or Wordsworth before 
Gowper. We understand Scott’s genius better if 
we read “The Lady of the Lake” after “Marmion,” 
159 
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and “ The Lord of the Isles ” better if it concludes ^ 
the series of thfe longer poems. But that is the only 
fault to be found with a singularly perfect and 
attractive edition of Scott’s Poems. Mr. Dennis’s 
Memoir, moreover, displays excellent taste and 
judgment, though I wish he had given us a little 
more of his own fkie criticism on Scott as a poet 
than in his editorial modesty ho has thought fit. 
Sir Walter knew a good deal of the nature of his 
own genius. Mr. Dennis quotes his remark : “ If 
there be anything good about my poetry or prose 
eithei*, it is a hurried frankness of com{K)sjti()n 
which pleases soldiers, sailors, and young people 
of bold, active disposition.” And Mr. Dennis adds, 
very justly, that this ‘‘hurried frankness of com- 
position” has often a special charm for })Coplc of 
a very opposite temperament, — that it had, for 
instance, a special attraction for Cardinal Newman, 
who confessed that, while he admitted the unques- 
tionable superiority of Wordsworth, Sir Walter’s 
verse gave him greater pleasure. AVlien Scott 
spoke of the principal charm tff his style consisting 
in the “hurried frankness” of his composition ho 
was thinking, no doubt, of his battle-pieces, which 
certainly seemed to rush along with all the })assion 
of a charge of horse as in the Battle of Flodden 
Field, the combat between James and Ifodorick 
Dhu, or the splendid ])allad concerning the revenge 
taken on the Kcgent Murray in “Cadyow Castle.” 
But, except in the battle scenes, I venture to doubt 
whether the occasional hurry of Scott’s thought— 
t)erhaps there might be a slight hurry in the mere 
words, in the mere expression of the thought, even’ 
where the mood is most tranquil and leisurely- -- 
does display to us his poetry at its best. Pitt, who 
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^lived to read and a<lmire profouiidlj'^ “Th(3 Lay of 
the Last Minstrel, picked out the ])icture of the 
old harper's self-distrust and hesitation, and then 
of his rising courage as ho perceives the sympathy 
of his audience, and feels once more the glow of 
rapture with which the eager gaze of fair and 
admiring listeners fills him, for l?i;)ecial admiration; 
and certainly there is no hurry ” in that exquisite 
and delicately-shaded delineation of the ebb and 
flow of a Minstrel’s ardour : — 

And then, he said, he woidd full lain 
C(juld recall an ancient straii», 

Ke nevt'r thought to sing again. 

It was nut frauu‘d for village cluiils, 

But for liigli dames and mighty earls; 

He had pl.iycd it to King Charles the (Juod 
When hi* kept court in Holyruod ; 

An<l mucli he wished, yet feared, to try 
The lung fojgutteai melody. 

Amid the strings his iingej's strayed 
And an uncertain warbling made, 

And oft he shoo^ his liuary head. 

And wlien he caught the measure wild, 

The old man raLed his face, and smiled ; 

And lighteiKid uj) }jis fad(‘,d eye 
W'ifh all a poeL^s ecshisy ! 

In varying cadence, soft or strong, 

He swept the sounding chords along : 

The present scene, the future lot, 

IT is toils, his w^aiits, Avere all forgot . 

Cold diffidence, and age’s frost, 

In the full tide of song Avere lost ; 

Each blank, in ffAithloss memory voi«l, 

Th(! ])0(*t’s glowing thought supplied ; 

* And Avhile liis harp responsive rung, 

’Twas thus tl)e Latest Minstrel sung. 


M 
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There is no “hurry” in the thought there, rather 
the poet lingers gently on tho^home, though he 
deals with it with the simplicity and frankness of 
an unstudied ease. Pc)*haps it is true that the 
short linos and entire absence of elal)oration bespeak 
there, as in almost all his poetry, a certain indiffei’- 
once to the mode oV saying what he had to say ; but 
at least there is no irnpatiejicc to have done with 
the theme. FTe dwells n|)on his thought with a 
happy pathos of detail that expresses anything but 
the rush of battle. When Mr. Dennis says, in his 
preface to “ Marmiori,” “For his master on the 
battlefield we must go back to llomci’,” I am not 
at all sure that the exception should have been 
made. Homer is much more than Scott’s master in 
beauty, in clearness of vision, in brilliancy of toinih, 
in wideness of comprehension, in harmony of treat- 
ment, but as to his battle-scenes, I doubt their 
conveying half the sense of rapture in war which is 
conveyed in the battle-scenes of the rugged northci*n 
minstrel. In his descriptions of conflict he is far 
more eager, more anxious to snow whither t^e* con- 
flict tends, than Homer himself. The fever of the 
strife gets into his blood. But vSeott is not all 
battle-scenes. And when his mind is dwelling on 
some fresh and beautiful aspect of human life or 
external nature, he is often at liis very best. Then, 
though his style gives us all the sense of cai'oless 
and buoyant fninkness, the thought often dwells 
with a loving and tranquil delight on what his 
vision shows him. Take, for instance, the various 
exquisite introductions to the different cantos of 
“Marmion,” the passages in which he recalls with 
so much rapture the scenery that he had loved 
as a child, or as a youth. J^lvery one knows 
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•the delightful picture of Sm/iilholi^fe Tower, and 
the 


Barrt'n scf*iio, and wild, 
Where naked dills were j iidely piled ; 

Jhit ever and anon between 
Lay velvet tufts of loveliest green *, 

And w'ell llie lonely infant knew 
Ueressch where the wall Honor frr<‘W, 

And liuneysnekle lov(;d to crawl 
Up the low crag and ruined wall. 


Tliefe is certainly no hurry in the thought of 
that tender and delightful picture, tliougli the 
wording there, as everywhere, seems to have some- 
thing of the swiftness find carelessness of the 
mountain KStream. But let us take a somewhat less 
well-known [lassage, that in w'hich liis memorj' 
recalls his summer wanderings with Mr. Skene : — 

To thoc, jierchance, this ranihling strain 
Hocalls onr sunu|ier walks agnin ; 

Wlicn, doing nonglil,— and, to speak true, 

Not anxious to find aught to do,-- 
The wild unhoundod hills wo I'angod, 

While oft our talk its topic diangod, 

And, desultory as our way, 

Hanged, uncoTifincd, from grave to gay. 

Even when it Ragged, as oft will chance, 

No effort made to break its trance. 

We could right phvasfintly pursiu^. 

(.>ur sports in social silence too ; 

HMiou gravely Labouring to poi'liay 
• • 'flit* blighted oak’s fantastic spray ; 

I spelling o’er, with much delight, 

I he legend of that antique knight, 

'i’iranle by name, ycleped the \\niite. 
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At eithur’s lW,t a trusty sfj^uiro, 

“ Panduiir ” and “ Camp with eyes of tire, 

Jealous, each others luoliotis viewed, 

And scarce suppressed tlieii- anoieni feud. 

The. Javerock whistled from the cloud ; 

The stream wa.s lively, but Tujt loud ; 

From the wb’.te tho)*u the May-!l()we.i‘ shed 
Its dewy fragrance round oiii’ liead : 

Not Ariel lived more merrily 
Under the blossomed bough, than we. 

That is the picture of a mind that loved to muse, 
though it did not dwell on the words in which it 
shaped its musings with the fastidious delight of 
Keats or Tennyson. Whatever hurry there is there 
is mere hurry of speech ; the thought lingers so wist- 
fully, iJiat it seems to grudge the omission of any 
detail which would recall the scene more [)erfectly. 

Again, though there is eagerness of expression, 
how tender and dreamy is the delight which lingers 
over the description of the heroine in “ The Lady • 
of the Lake ” : — 

Tlie maiden paused, as if again 

She thought to catch the distant strain. 

With liead upraised, and look iiiUmt, 

And eye and ear attentive bent, 

And locks hung back, and lips apart, 

Like monument of Grecian art, 

In iisteiiing mood, vshe seemed to sUmd, 

The guardian Naiad of the strand. 

And ne’er did Grecian chisel trace 
A Nymph, a Naiad, or a Grace, 

Of finer form, or lovelier face ! 

What tliougli the sun, with ardent frown, 

Had slightly tinged her cheek with brown, — 

The sportive toil, which, short and light, 

Had dyed her glowing line so bright, 
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Sorved too in hastier swell to show 
Short ghnipBei of a })re}ist of Bno^? : 

What though no i-ule of courtly grace 
To incaBurcd rnood luid trained lier ])ace, - 
A foot more light, a step more true,, 

Ne/er iroin the heatli-flower dashed the dew ; 

KVn tlie slight harebell raisec^ its head, 

Klastio fioin her airy tread . 

What thougli u])on her speech the!‘^‘ hiiog 
'Ihe accents of llui mountain tongue, — 

Those silver sounds, so soft, so dear, 

Tlie lislhiei' held his breath to In ni ! 

Thcie, again, if there is little or no se,nM‘ of the 
fastidious and dainty delight with whi^ h the artist 
in words selects and shades and softens the colours 
with uhich to convey his jiicturc, there is at least 
ample evidence of tlie I’apture with w^hich IScotl 
dwells upon his theme, — nay, that he was hardly 
able to lc;ir himself away from it. Indeed, the 
extract tells very imperfectly what the poem itself 
proceeds to delineate with innumerable touches. It 
is oiil}i in the ej-pre^ssjon of Scott’s feeling that there 
is a certain carelessness, as if the poet somcnvhat 
despaired of conveying it by speech at all, and 
passed from one trait to another in impatience of 
his own imperfect utterances. 

There was, however, at the heart of Scott’s 
poetry not only this unstudied frankness of utter- 
ance, but a passionate symjiatby wntli all masculine 
emotion which gives buoyancy and grandeur to liis 
studies of love, wrath, and revenge. It is not 
• simply the poet who is great — it is the man Avhom 
the poet only half delineates. What can he more 
descriptive of a suppressed element in Scott’s own 
nature than the haughty and vindictive passion in 
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1-ho noble ballaci on the assassination of tlic Regent , 
Mui’T’ay ? — * « 

St (.truly In.* spoke — “^Tis sweet to hear 
In go(.)d gi’oenwood the bugle hIo\Mi, 
l^iit sweet (ir to Keveiigo’s ear, 

To drink a tyrant’s dying gnmn. 

c 

Yolu- slaughtered *piarry proudly ti’ode, 

At (lauiiijig morn, o’er dale and down, 

Jhit prouder base-horn Murray rode* 

Througli old Linlithgow’s crowded town. 

Fi-oiii th(‘ wild Horde.r’s liuiabled side, 

In haughty trium]>]i marched he, 

Wliile Knox relaxed his })igot pride, 

And smiled, the traitorous 2 ) 0 inp to see 

Rut can stern Power, with all his vaunt, 

Or Pomp, with all her courtly glare, 

The sell 1(3(1 heart of Vengeance daunt, 

Or change the pur])ose <jf Despair 

And again, how passion ;ii (3 is 8e,otPs roveronce 
for the past — the main secret., mo doubt, of Cardinal 
Newman's great delight in him. Mow stately, for 
instance, is the image by which ho trios to [^orsiiadc 
his readers that the obsolete poetry of Thomas the 
Rhynioi’ of Ercildoune was far superior to the 
bards of his own (legeiu*Tate century ; — 

fn numbers high, the wihdiing tale 
Tlie propliiit poured along ; 

No after bard might e’er avail 
Those numbers to predoug. 

Yet fragments of the lofty strain 
Float down the tide of years, 

Ah, buoyant on tlie stormy main, 

A parted wreck a^^jicars. 
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All that was left of Thomas the Rhymer was a 
'‘parted wreck” irwlecd; but it was*the imagination 
(►f the modern poet which gave it its majestic im- 
pressiveness, much more than any trace of grandeur 
in the })r()ken fragments which sui’vived. 



THE CHAKiM OF MISS AUSTEN 

Mk. Goldwin Smjtit h;is nddcil .uiothtjr to the not 
inconsiderable roll of eminent men who have found 
their delight in Miss Austen. His little book upon 
her just published by AValtcr Scott in the series on 
“Great Writers,” edited by Professor Eric S, 
Kobertson, is certainly a fascinating book to those 
who already know her and lov^ hei‘ well ; and I 
have little doubt that it will prove also a fascinating 
book to those who have still to make her acquaint- 
ance. Every one knows how enthusiastically her 
six novels were admired by Sir Walter Scott, by 
Sydney Smith, by Lord Macaulay, by George Eliot, 
by Walter Bagehot, and almost all the finest ‘judges 
of delicate literary workmanship. Mr. Goldwin 
Smith proves himself to be one of the finest of these 
judges of delicate literary workmanship, though ] 
protest against his view that Sir AValter EllioPs 
empty family pride and Lady Catherine de Bourgh’s 
ill-bred insolence of station are overdone. That 
only means, I take it, that they would be less 
natural and credible now than they were in Miss 
Austen^rt tiime, wdiicli is true : but it is equally true 
that a good many other social features of that day, 
— for example, Mr. Collins's clerical servility, and 
Mrs. Jennings's unashamed vulgarity, — would be less 
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.iwitural and credible now than in Mis* x\usten\s time. 
But, on the wholes Mr. Goldwin Sfnith is as fine 
a critic of Miss Austen's slight im])erfections as he 
is of her manifold perfections. He is more trust- 
worthy, for instance, than liOrd Macaulay, for he 
rightly denies to Miss Austen s jn(‘n anything like 
the I'xquisite truth and finish wlftch he finds in her 
women. Admirable as are many of her pictures of 
men, tliere are not a few very vaguely and in- 
distinctly outlined, ---Kdward Feirars, for exarnjile, 
and Edmund Bertram. /J’he chief interest in this 
fresh delineation of Mis.s Austen's wonderful literary 
])Ower is the light it throws on the question of her 
secret chnrm for the few and her want of charm for 
the inaiiy, — for it cannot ho denied that for a very 
consideraiile iiiimhcr of remarkably able men, Miss 
Austen wields no s})ell at all, though for those ove?* 
whom she docs wield a sy)elh she wields a s])ell of 
quite curious force. T believe that the secret- hotli 
of her great charm for those whom she does charm, 
and of her complete failure to fascinate a large class 
of able^num, is in thfl fineness — and, indeed, 1 may 
say, the reduced scale — of her exquisite picture.'^. 
It is not evciyhody who can aiq)reciat-o the miniature- ; 
it is not everybo(iy who can see life at all through 
a minifying instead of a magnifying meilium. On 
the other hand, to tliosc who can, there is a peculiar 
attraction in such life. Vou can get a glimpse of 
what it was in Sir Walter Scott’s remark: “The 
big bow-wow strain I can do myself, like any one 
now going; but the exquisite touch which renders 
^ordinary commonplace things and characters in- 
teresting from the truth of the description and the 
sentiment, is denied to mo.” That, just hits the 
mark where it makes Scott dispaiage his own “big 
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bow-woAV strain,’* — in other words, ilie deep passiorif; 
and eager aiilbitions whicli rorilly filled his own 
imagination, — but it misses the mark when he 
supposes himself unable to touch ofl' the truth and 
sentiment of commonplace situations, for no one 
could do it better than Scott, whei e the truth and 
sentiment of corumonplace things was of a ydain 
masculine type, like the interest of Jeanic I lea, ns in 
her home, in her cows, and her dairy, or of Dinmont 
in his farm, or of the canny keeper, Neale Blanc, 
in keeping well with Oovenanters and Royalists 
alike. But what Scott really meant that, he could 
not do, and that Jane Austen could do, was so to 
epitomise and yet delineate pride and meanness, and 
vulgarity and selfishness, and the like, as to give in 
one and the same sentence a glimy)se of the reality 
and yet of the amusingness of life, to reduce its 
scale while really multiplying its humours. No o?ie 
does this like Miss Austen. Sir Waltei' Scott and 
Fielding, and Dickens and Thackeray, and (bjorge 
Eliot all need considerable space for their ])ic(ures; 
and when you have got them, bven t he leastjiterary 
eye can see that the scale of drawing is l)y no means 
harmonious throughout ; that some ])assions are life- 
size, and others hastily indicated by a line here 
and a line there ; that some characters a.re slightly 
exaggerated, and others hardly made visible at all ; 
and that while the imagination is roused and exalted 
by some scenes, there are others which, though 
necessary to the story, arc not additions to its charm. 
But with Miss Austen this is hardly ever so. No 
drawing so delicate and yet so artistic lias been seen, 
in English literature. It is a selection of all that is 
most superficially interesting in human life, of all 
that is most easily appreciated without going very 
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,(leep, and an exclusion of all tliaf it takes real 
weal’ and tear of spirit to enter tfioroughly into. 
That was what made its singular charm to men like 
Sir Walter Scott and Sydney Smith, and liord 
Macaulay and Mr. Gold win Smith, who have wanted 
rest and ontcrtaiiiiiient when they turn to fiction, 
rather than new labour. And tlftit is what renders 
Miss Austim caviare to the great majority of men, 
who want, not rest and cntcrtainmciit, but now 
excitement, new stimulus. “What should 1 do,” 
says Miss Austen to a contemporary, “ with your 
strong, vigorous sketches, full of variety and glow? 
How could T possibly join them on to the little bit- 
(two inch(*-s wide) of ivory on which I work with so 
fine a brush as produces little eilect after mucli 
labour?” In that minute scale and high finish we 
Imvo t,ho secret, in my opinion, both of the delight 
which is f(3lt in Miss Austen by the few and the 
inditfcrence felt for her by the many. In order to 
work u[)on that little bit of ivory with any effect, 
sh(‘ had to select only what could bo given without 
broad or stirong toufihes ; she had to select just 
what interested and amused herself; and that was 
not cither the most substantial oi’ the most, tragic, 
{)V the most impressive or the most representative 
parts of human life; but was just what chiefly ex- 
cited the interest, of a lively and humorous woman 
who lived her life amongst the rural gentry of the 
southern counties in the time of the great war at the 
beginning of the century. It was hardly possible 
to find a finer sieve, a more cfiective strainer for 
autistic material than such a mind as this, and the 
result Avas something exquisitely interesting and 
attractive to those who liked the fastidious selection 
of social elements which such a mind instinctively 
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made for itself, and intolerably uninteresting anc} 
unattractive to those who loved to brood over the 
larger enterprises, the deeper jmssions, the weightier 
responsibilities, the more massive interests at which 
Miss Austen hardly glanced exce])t to convince her- 
self that she must leave them to the care of others. 
The many statos^lien and thinkers, and the many 
humorous women who love Miss Austen’s books, 
love them because they find in them a social world 
like enough to the real world to bo for the time 
eagerly lived in, and yet one relieved of the bitterest 
elements and infinitely more entertaining than the 
real world, a world which rivets the attention with 
out wearying it, and makes life appear far less 
dreary and burdensome, though also far less laborious, 
eager, and anxious than it really is. This is the true 
charm of Miss Austen to those who love her, and 
the true source of indifference to those who do not 
The former want a lively social picture in which 
they will bo constantly amused and interested, and 
never reepured to attempt any great stretch of their 
powers of sympathy and im&gi nation, ono^ in con- 
templating which they can constantly laugh at the 
pompons self-importance of some men, and the frank 
selfishness of others, without grappling too closely 
with any of the great problems of duty or any of the 
great mysteries and paradoxes of faith. The anti- 
Austenites, on the other hand, want something very 
different in literature from this. The lively super- 
ficies of life is nothing to them in a mere literary 
mirror ; they like to study i" at the oi iginal sources 
among the smiles and frowns and flying shafts 0/ 
actual society. When they take the trouble to read 
a book at all, they want something that excites and 
awakens them, that makes a kind of impression, 
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•which even the most lively society coi^ld not provide, 
but which they might remember in their dreams. 
Miss Austen’s line feminine sieve sifts away all that 
has most interest for such men, and leaves nothing 
but the aroma of society without the actual interest 
of personal relations. The delicate touches which 
».ho miniature ]>rcservcs are intd^cstiiig enough to 
men of this kind, if they see them in living eyes and 
on living lips, but when they are icgistered only in 
the line strokes of the literary miniature they do 
not airoct them. They expect literature to reveal 
something beyond even the best and mo^t delicately 
sifted experiences of ordinary life ; they expect it 
eithei’ to stir them to the very depths and electrify 
them, or to present them with some new mass of 
facts not otherwise attainable; and the delicate 
literary miniature painting answers neither purpose. 
Hut for those who like nothing better than to live 
by imagination alone among just such figures as 
would bore Them if they were in the flesh, but only 
delight them in the delicately conceived field of 
a refined and \ivid artist’s canvas, Miss Austen’s 
novels are the most peifectly amusing in the world. 
There is absolutely iio stram in them, nothing hut 
the lightest tracing of the characteristic vanities, 
self-deceptions, follies, ami weaknesses, as well as 
shrewdnesses and wit of human life, so delineated 
as to make them all alike, seem even less important 
than they really are ; and yet they secure all, and 
more than all, the charms of society to those who 
do not care to be themselves actoiwS in the society 
•they observe. If the Lady of Shalotl had had Miss 
Austen’s pictures before her, she would perhaps 
have been satisfied without plunging into the stream 
of real life ; for no magic mirror ever reflected so 
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much of it that amuses, and so little that heats* 
and excites the soul to thirst after, and taste the 
reality. In Miss Austen’s world we are content to 
live as mere observers, while most of the jL;roat 
^novelists of Europe succeed in agitating the heart 
and stimulating the instincts which lead to passion 
or action. 



OEOUGE ELIOT 

Encu.anjj hits suddenly lost the greatest writer 
among Englishwomen of this or any other age. 
Inhere can be no doubt that George Eliot touched 
the highest ])oint which, in a woman, has been 
reached in our literature, — that the genius of Mrs. 
Browning, for instance, though it certainly surpasses 
George Eliot’s in lyrical sweetness, cannot even be 
coiii])ared with hers in general strength and force. 
'rh(‘ remarkable thing about George Eliot’s genius 

is, that though there is nothing at all unfeminine in 

it, if we except a certain touch of scientific pedantry 
which not pedanti^y in motive^ but due only to 
a rather awkward manipulation of somewhat un- 
feminino IcarniTig, — its greatest qualities are not in 
the least the qualities in which women have usually 
surpassed men, but. rather the qualities in which, 
till George Eliot’s time, women had always been 
notably deficient. Largeness of mind, largeness of 
(ionception, was her first characteristic, as regards 
both matters of reason and matters of imagination. 
She had far more tliaii many great men’s power of 
iioncoiving the case of an opponent, and something 
ap})roaching to Shakespeare’s power of imagining 
the scenery of minds quite opposite in type to her 
own. There was nothing swift, lively, shallow, or 
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riippanl iil)out|hor ; and yet she could draw swift^* 
lively, shallow, and flipj)aiit. [)eople with admirable 
skill and vivacity ; as, for example, Mrs. Poyser, 
Mrs. Cadvvallader, and many more. Her own nature 
was evidently sedate and rathei’ slow-moving, with 
a touch of Miltonic stateliness in it, and a love of 
elaboration at tiirtes even injurious to her genius. 
Yet. no characters she ever drew were more power- 
fully drawn than those at the very o])])osite pole to 
her own, for example, Hetty’s childish, emj'ty self- 
indulgence, Tito’s smooth and gliding volu})tnous- 
ness ]mssing into treachery, Kosainond’s lender 
susceptibility JJiiid heartless vanity. She herself 
was painstaking, even beyond the point np to which 
genius is truly defined as the power of taki?ig pains. 
She often took too much pains. Her grentest 
stories lose in force by their too wide reflectiveness, 
and especially by an engrafted mood of artificial 
retlectivoness not suitable to her genius. Sbe grew 
up under Thackeray’s spell, and it. is clear that 
Thackeray’s satirical vein had too much influence 
over her from first to last, but especially in some 
of those earlier tales into which she threw a greater 
power of passi(ui, than any which she had to spare 
for the two grc.it efforts of the last ten years. 
Adam Bed<\ which might otherwise be the greatest 
of all English novels,— many, no doubt, really think 
it so, — is gravely injured l>y those heavy satirical 
asides to the reader in wliich you recognise the 
influence exerted over her mind by the genius of 
Thackeray, — asides, however, which are by no 
means in keeping with the large, jdacid, and carefuk 
drawing of her own magnificent, and on the whole 
tranquil, rural cartoons. I, at least,* never take ii]) 
those earlier stories — Sila>> Murner excepted — with- 
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f>\it a certain sense of irritation at tie discrepancy 
between tbe strong, l ich, and free drawing of the life 
they contain, and tlie somewhat falsetto tone of many 
of the light reflections interspersed. George Eliot had 
no command of Thackeray’s literaiy stiletto, and her 
substitute for it is unwieldy. Even in the “Scenes 
from Clerical Life ’’ this jars upon us. For example, 
this sentence in “ Janct/s Rc]>ontauce ’* • “When a 
man is happy enough to tvin the affections of a 
-vveet girl, who can soothe his cares with crochet, 
and respond to all his most cherished ideas with 
braided uni-rugs and chair-covers in German w’ool, 
he has at least a guarantee of domestic comfort, 
whatever trials may await him out of doors,” does 
not please an ear accustomed to the ha])py bitterness 
of Thackeray’s caustic irony. It is he avy, not to 
say ele})hantinc ; and this heavy raillery rather 
incre«iscs upon (Teorge Eliot in Adam Bede and 
the Mill on the Floss, One is annoyed to have 
so great a painter of the largest human life turning 
aside to warn us that, “ when Tityrns and Melibceus 
hap})eii .to be on the same farm, they are not 
sentimentally polite to each other”; or that a 
lligh-Church curate, considered abstractedly, “is 
nothing more than a sleek, bimanous animal, in a 
white neckcloth, with views more or less Anglican, 
and furtively addicted to the flute.” These sarcasms 
are not good in themselves, and still less are they 
good in their connection, where they spoil a most 
catholic-minded and marvellous picture. George 
Eliot’s literary judgment was not equal to her reason 
fund her imagination, and she took a gieat deal too 
much pains with the discursive i)arts of her books. 

Imaginatively, J hardly recognise any defect in 
this great painter, except that there is too little 

N 
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movement, in, her stories; they wholly want dash, 
and sometimes want even a steady current. No 
novelist has combined so much })ower of painting 
external life on a board canvas Avilh so wonderful 
an insight into the life of the soul. Her English 
butchers, farriers, auctioneers, and parish clerks arc 
at least as vigo/Ciisly <lrawn as Sir Walter Scott/s 
bailies, peasants, serving inen, and beggars ; while 
her pictures of the inward conflicts, whether of 
strong or of feeble natures, are far moi-e ])owerful 
than any which Sir Walter Scott ever attempted. 
Such a contrast as that between Hetty and Dinah, 
such a picture as that of Mr. Casaubon’s mental and 
mural limitation and confusion, such a study as that 
of Gwendolen’s moi*al sufiering under the torture 
administered by Grandcouvt, Avas as much beyond 
the s])hei’e of Sir Walter Scott, as his historical 
])ictures of Louis XI., Mary Stuart, Lalfour of 
Burley, Claverhouse, or James 1., are boy(md the 
sphere of George Eliot. On the only occasion on 
which George Eliot attempted anything of the 
nature of historical poi-traiture, — in Mojn^la , — the 
purely imaginative part of the story is far more 
powerful than the hist orical. The ideas of the time 
when the revival of learning took place had (piite 
possessed themselves of George Eliot’s mind, and 
had stirred her into a Avonderful imaginative eH'ort. 
But her conceptions of the purely imagined figures 
— of Bardo, of Baldassarre, and of Tito — are far 
greater than her study of Savonarola. The genius 
for historical ])ortraituro, for gathering up into a 
single focus the hints of chroniclers and historians, 
is something distinct from that of mere creation, and 
demands, apparently, a subtler mixture of interpret- 
ing with creating power, than most great creators 
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I^ssoss. Even Sir Walter Scott failed >|[ith Napoleon, 
where lie had not free movement enough, and the 
wcaltli r)f historical material shackled and over- 
powered the life of his imagination. It would not 
he true to say that (reorge Eliot failed in like 
tashion with Savonarola. No doubt her picture of 
the great Italian reformer is fine, aifd up to a ceitain 
pitinl efiective. Ihit in looking back oti tlu‘ story 
Savonarola fades away from the scene. It is llardo, 
old enthushist for the (Ireek learning, or the 
fitfully vindictive gleam of Baldassano ’s ebbing 
intellect as Hashes of his old power return to him, 
or the sup})lo Greek’s crafty ambition, wlnMi stands 
out in one’s memory, while the devout and jiassionate 
Dominican is all but forgotten. 

No one can deny that- the moial tone of George 
Eliot’s books — Felic Holt being, perhaps, a doubtful 
exception — is of the noblest and purest kind, nor 
that the tone of feeling which prevails in them goes 
fai‘ in advance even of their direct moral teaching. 
T should say, for instance, that in regard to 
marriage,, the spirit of Tioorge Eliot’s books conveys 
an ahnusl baciamental conception of itsbindingsacred- 
ness, though, unfoi’tunately, of course, her career 
did much to weaken the authority of the teaching 
implied in her hooks. But the total efi’ect of her 
books is altogether ennobling, though the profoundly 
see])tical rellections with which they are penetrated 
may counteract, to some extent, the tonic, eficct of 
the high moral feeling with which they are coloured. 
Before or after most of the noblest scones, we come 
ro* thoughts in which it is almost as im})Ossible for 
the feelings delineated to live any intense or hopeful 
life, as it is for human lungs to breathe in the vacuum 
of an air-pump. After she has bieathed a noble 
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spirit into a jrreat scene, she too often proceeds tn 
exhaust the air which is the very life-breath of great 
actions, so that the reflective element in her books 
undermines the ground bencatli the feet of her 
noblest characters. In Adam lUde she eventually 
justifies her hero’s secularistic coldness of nature, 
and makes you icel that Dinah was an oiithusiast 
who could not justify what she taught. In “ »Janet’s 
Repentance,” again, she expresses in a few sentences 
the relief with which the mind turns away from the 
search for convictions calculated to urge the mind to 
a life of beneficent self-sacrifice, to those acts of self- 
sacrifice themselves : — 

No wonder the sick-room and the lazaretto have so 
often been a refuge from the tossings of intellectual 
doubt — a place of repose for the worn and wounded 
spirit. Here is a duty about which all creeds and all 
philosophies ar(‘ at one; here, at least, the conscience will 
not be dogged by doubt, the benign impulse will not bo 
checked by adverse*, theory ; here you may b(‘giii to act, 
without settling one prob miliary (piestion. IV) moisten 
the sufferer’s parched lips through the long night-watches, 
to bear up the drooping head, to lift the helpless limbs, 
to divine the want that can tiiul no ulterance beyond the 
feeble motion of the hand or beseediing glance of the 
eye — these ave offices that demand no Sidf-qiiestionings, 
no casuistry, no assent to propositions, no weighing of 
consequences. Within the four walls, wherry the stii* and 
the glare of the world are shut out, and every voice is 
subdued, where a human being lies prostrate, thrown on 
the tender mercies of his fellow, t he moral relation of man 
to man is reduced to its utmost cleai*n(‘ss and simplicity ; 
bigotrj'’ cannot confuse it, theory cannot, pervert it, passibn 
awed into quiescence am neither pollute nor perturb it. 
Afl we bend over the sick-lred all the forces of our nature 
rush towards the channels of pity, of ]>ati<ince, and of 
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Vjve, and sweep down the niiserahlt* (‘fioking drill of 
our quarrels, our debates, onr would-be wisdom, and 
our elaiiioruiiB, rieHish desires. This blessing of serene 
freedom from tlie importunities of ()piiiioii lies in all 
simide, direct ads of mercy, and is one source of that 
sweet calm which is often felt by tlie watcliei’ in the 
siek-j'ooui, even wlien the duties tliere^are of a liard and 
lerrilde hind. 

'riicre speaks the true (Icorge Eliot, and wc may 
/dearly say of hoi' that in fiutiofi it is lier great aim, 
while illustrating what she bidicvos to be the true 
facts and laws of linnian life, to find a fit stage for 
ideal feelings nobler than any which seem io her to 
be legitimately bred by those facts and laws. But 
she too often finds herself compelled to injure her 
own finest moral otVccis by the sceptical atmosphere 
with which she permeates them. She makes the 
higli hearted heroine of her Mill on fho Flo.ss all 
but yield to the physiological attraction of a poor 
sort of man of scieru^e. She makes the oiithnsiastic 
Dorothea in Middlemarch decline upon a poor 
creature* like Ladivslaw, who has earned her regard 
chiefly by being the object, of Mi-. C/asaubon's 
jealousy. She takes religions patriotism for the 
subject of her last great novel, but is at sonic pains 
to show that her hero may be religious without any 
belief in God, and patriotic without any but an 
ideal country. This reflective vacuum, which she 
pumps out behind all noble action, gives to the 
workings of hei’ great imagination a general effect 
of supreme melancholy. 

• T should rank (Jeorge Eliot second t»idy in her 
own protier field — which is not the field of satire, 
Thackeray’s field — to Sir Walter Scott, and second 
to him only because her iiruiginatioii, though it 
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penetrates fai^cleej^er, had neither the same splendid 
vigour of movement, nor t-hc same bright serenity 
of tone. Pier stories are, on the whole, richer than 
P'ielding’s, as well as far nobler, and vastly less 
artificial than Richardson’s. They cover so much 
larger a breadth and deeper a depth of life than 
Miss Austen’s, tKat though they are not ])erhaps so 
oxcpiisitely fiiiished, they belong to an altogether 
higher land of world. They are stronger, freer, 
and less Rembrandt-like than Miss Bronte’s, and are 
not mere j)hotographs of social man like Trollope’s. 
They are patient and powerful studies of individual 
human beings, in an appropriate setting of social 
manners, from that of the dumbest provincial life 
to that of life of the highest self-knowledge. And 
yet the reflections by which they are peivaded, 
subtle and often wise as they are, to some extent 
injure the art of the pictures by their satiric tone, 
or if they do not do that, take superfluous ])ains to 
warn you, and how' very doubtful and insecure is 
the spiritual footing on winch the highest excellence 
plants its tread. r 

And this, too, is still more the fault of her poems, 
which in spite of an almost Miltonic stateliness, 
reflect too much the monotonous cadences of her 
own musical but over-regulated voice. The poems 
want inspiration, and the speculative melancholy, 
which only slightly injured her prose, predominates 
fatally in her verse. Throughout her poems she is 
always plumbing the deep w%aters for an anchorage 
and reporting “no soundings.” The finest of her 
poems, “The Legend of Jubal,” tries to affirm, 
indeed, that death, the loss of all conscious existence, 
is a sort of moral gain — as though the loss of self 
were the loss of selfishness, which it not only is 
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,not, but never could be, since selfishness can onl}^ 
be morally extinguished in a living self, — but the 
lesson is so obviously a moral gloss put on the face 
of a bad business, that there, at least, no anchorage 
is found. And in “ The S])anish Gypsy the 
speculative despair is even worse, while the failure 
of the imaginative portraiture isjuore conspicuous, 
l»ccause the portraiture itself is more ambitious. 
It will l^e by her seven or eight great fictions that 
George Eliot will live, not l>y her poems, and still 
less by her essays. But all these, one perhaps 
excepted, will long continue to be counted the 
greatest achievements of an Englishwoman’s, and 
perhaps even of any womans, brain. 



THE IDEALISM OF (5EORGE ELIOT AND 
MR. TENNYSON 


A WKKK in which avc have had ;ulditions {Muldlc- 
imrch and “ TlieLast Tournament’’) 1 o l he permanent 
literature of England fioin botli George Eliot and 
Mr. Tennyson, — indisputably the gi eatest literary 
artists of our own day, for however j\lr. Ihowning 
may rival or surpass tiiem in the field of imaginative 
thought and delineation, lie cannot for a moment 
compare with them as mere artist, — seems to afford 
a natural occasion for comparing the merits of their 
similar but very divergent idealisl^c power and 
influence. Utterly differ ent &s they are in general 
effect, — so ditterent that some would I'cgard any 
comparison between them as unmeaning, -there 
are enough points of likeness in the* nature of their 
genius, and the subject-matter^ of their speculative 
faculty, to make the comparison one of very con 
siderable interest, not without some definite results. 
The great superficial difi’crerice between the faculties 
of these two great writers I should say is this, — 
that while, of the tw'^o, George Eliot has fai* the 
wider range of perception, and therefore much 
richer materials for the dramatic delineation of 
character at her command, her feeling for individu- 
ality seldom rouses the j)oetic faculty within her, — 
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which sconi.s, indecfl, to ;iWiiken ml li^r in the attempt 
t(» emtpo from the limit.s of concrete detail into 
lofty general isatioiU" --\vliilc the Poet-Laureate, on 
the oilier hand, ia alwaya drawn into the concrete 
hy the nieiMi l;iw of his [lootic inatinct, and is even 
tcmjiteil liy that instinct to crowd and overload his 
pictnrea with the abundance of •Individiuil touches. 
Bui (reor^e Kbol is never so far from the detail of 
actual lif(i in Inn* poetry. “ The Spanish Gypsy ” 
nii^ht 1)0 said to lie a ])octn on the influence of race 
on ((unperainent, in which the only defect, though 
it was a great one, was that tlic ])ictures of indi- 
vidual Dunperanient were so limited to what was 
n(‘cded )»y the g(‘nei*alisation in her mind, that they 
never t,ool< any living form on her canvas. Again, 
“The liCginnl of duhal” \vas a mere song in praise 
of Death, a eulogy on the fear of Death as a good 
which dj’ive-s men into useful and noble work. And 
“ Arnigart was a meditation on the craving of the 
artistic ( euipcramcut for fame, and on the far higher 
iiobilily of the self-sacrifice which works foi- others 
without any such stimulus. But in all these alike, 
whihi lliere wei’c jilcuty of sonorous and often 
almost Miltonic apojihthegms, there Avas a curious 
and lemarkahle want of that dramatic clearness and 
definition, by tlie vividiiCNS of wliich George Kliot’s 
genius Iris eliiefly gained the admiralioii of the 
world. Verse and its harmonies seem to wiaj) in 
mist. I he woiulerfnl realism of her imagination, to 
snatch her away from the region of actual jiorcep- 
tion into the region of large theoretic survey. With 
• the Boet- Laureate, on the contrary, rhythm and 
oiten ]*hyino seem essential even to bis highest 
realism, — even to such [uctures ;is those of the two 
Northern Tanners, who are deserihed with a power 
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that seems for jJ. moment to bring hi.s province close « 
to that of the best scenes in George Eliot’s most 
perfect novels. The rhythm and music, which for 
George Eliot drop a soft cloud over the moral detail 
of life, and fill her soul with the pi’inciples she has 
generalised from its study, rather than with the 
minutiae of its scefiery, seem to help our gi eat poet 
to individualise still more sharply the visions which 
pjlss before his imagination till they stand out with 
the colour and solidity of actual life. And this 
great difVcreiice probably arises fi‘om another, which 
is curiously illustrated in the new contributions of 
both these great writers. Both are great moral 
idealists in the sense of believing intensely in a 
moral ideal far above our actual life, from which 
it ought to take its sha))e and colour; but while 
George Eliot is a pure idealist, — believing, a])par- 
ently, that this ideal exists only in tiie mind of 
man, and is rather mocked than enfor<‘.ed on us by 
“ the 8u})romc Power which has fashioned ’’ our 
natures, — Mr. Tennyson is most conlident that he 
is a realist in the midst of *fiis highest idealism, 
always . seeming to be compelled by that higher 
idealism to depict the broken music and maimed 
purposes of human life more faithfully than ever. 
Thus George Eliot’s new book is intended, if I may 
judge by what she terms its prelude, and the drih. 
of her first part, to illustrate the utter moral 
failures into which high ideal purposes are apt to 
lead women. After referring to St. Theresa, and 
the success which a certain cohereTice in the social 
faith and order of her day enabled her to achieve, 
in working out her high ideal, she adds that since 
then “many Theresas have been born who found for 
themselves no epic life wherein there was a constant 
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iinfoltliiig of f;ir-resomint action,— -perhaps only a 
life of mistakes, the otlspring of a certain spiritual 
grandeur ill-mat died with the meanness of oppor- 
tunity ; peihaps a tragic failure which found no 
poet, ami sank unwept into oblivion.” And she 
adds, “Some have fell that their blundering lives 
;ne due to the inconvenient •iridefiniteness with 
which the Su])i‘emc Power has fashioned ^^he natui es 
of women.” Thus her new story is intended to 
])ainl. tke misery of tlie moral chaos into which the 
liighest ideal yearnings naturally lead and plunge 
hci‘ heroine. 'riic l*ocL-ljaiircate, on the other 
hand, touches the same subject, but diflcrently. 
II is Arthurian poem of many parts is an elaborate 
picture of a great moral failure to subdue earthly 
circumstance to the highest will, but of a great 
moral failure in wlii<;h there is more glory than in 
most success. In this last grand division of the 
poem, the poor court, fool who is, amongst all the 
faithless, the only faithful found, who alone clingvS 
sobbing to Arthur’s feet when the king returns to 
lind (iuinovere fled,*and who, to the questioning of 
the king as to who it is that clings to him in the 
gloom, “ sends up an answer sobbing, — ” 

I am thy fool, 

And 1 shall never make thee smile again I 

— this j^oor little jester, Dagonet, 1 say, while he 
appears to atfiini, is used really to refute this 
teaching of Ge(jrge Kliot’s that circumstance is so 
hostile as (»ften to foil and overwhelm most the 
characters which are most worthy of an aureole 
of glory. Swine ? ” he says, in answer to Sir 
Tristram’s contemptuous reproach, — 
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Swine ? 1 have wallowed, 1 have 'washed, — the world . 
Ls and shadow — I have? had my day. 

'Jlie dirty nurse Experience in her hvd 

Hath fonVd me, - -as I wallow'cd, then 1 M ashed. 

\ have had my day and my philoaophieja, — 

And thank the Lord I am King Arthur's idol. 

Yet he who bears this strong testimony to the 
soiling influence of the world, is also he who most 
retains the faith in the “ Harp of Arthur uj) in 
Heaven,’’ who most believes in the constellations of 
which ho says, — 

It makes a silent music uji m H(‘aven, 

And 1 and Arthur and the angels heai ; 

and who gjieves the most when the spiritual order 
which Arthui' had established in his kingdom is 
rent asunder, and the king finds himself the centre 
only of a ruin, his purpose a failure, and even his 
courage almost a wreck. There is nothing liner in 
English poetry in its way — that way whicli George 
Eliot so finely de-scribes as “hri unfolding of far- 
resonant action” — than Mr. Tennyson’s picture, not 
of the success, but of the ruin of a great ideal. 
And yet it is exactly in the ruin — even in such 
elements of the ruin as Lancelot’s and Guinevere’s 
sill, whore you cannot pretend that the idealism of 
the soul is preserved unstained — that the poet 
brings out most powerfully his faith in the divine 
life which seems to have been so signally quenched. 
That earthly circumstance clashes with the higher 
purposes of men so as to foil their noblest designs, 
is as clear to the great poet as to the great novelist; 
t'jit while the latter appears to find therein the 
theof of the indifference of “the Supreme Power” 
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• which fashions human nature to* our failure or 
success, the former seems to find in it only con- 
tirmation of his faith in that divine purpose which 
shatters our hopes only to purify and enlarge them. 

But to come back to the point from which 1 
started, the essential contrast between the great 
poet and the great novelist of •our day as artists 
consists in this, that while both connect together 
their works with a pure ideal thread on which they 
string their great pictures, while both see clearly 
that, the ideal thread is not, and never can be, a 
thread of even predominant joy, while both discern 
and delineate the powei* of this high ideal tempera- 
ment to blind the eyes of those who possess it to 
the dull material realities of life, Mr. Tennyson, 
nevertheless, uniformly gives it a victorious and 
triunj])hant euthanasia in spite of all seeming failure, 
while George l^liot almost as uniformly quenches 
her ideal light in gloom. A curiously blind critic 
in the last number of the Quarierlu Review^ who 
sc(3nis to me to enter as little into the Byron \vhom 
it wag his object exalt, as into the Tennyson 
whom it was his object to depreciate, remarks, with 
that accurately-aimed infelicity with which blind 
criticism docs now and then manage to distinguish 
its groping course, that there is no sort of wholeness 
in Tennyson's “ Idylls of the King,” — that the poet 
‘‘ seems to have picked out a legend here and there, 
as he wanted one for a subject, without I'egarding 
its connection with the rest.” Now the power of 
this great scries of poems consists entirely in the 
absolute unity of the imaginative centre to be traced 
in every piece from first to last, — in the continuous 
giMmleur of that great earthly illusion by which 
Arthur founds an empire on foundations far too 
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lofty to last, sees, without seeing, it slowly crumbling * 
away beneath his touch from the very moment it 
appears to have gained its victory, dimly apprehends 
that he has in some sense injured his folh)wers by 
the very loftiness of his requirements, -- the grandeur 
of the vows which blight those by whom they are 
))roken, — and survives the ruin of all his hopes with 
only a faithful fool to bewail tlnur destruction. 
The king is so blinded by his own great di oam that 
to some his careeT* seems all illusion, and the saying, 

Of bygone Merlin, “ Where is he who knows''' 

From the great dee]> to the great deep lie goes, 

appears to such as these an ade(iuate cpita]>h uj)oii 
it. Yet no one who reads the series as a wliole can 
help feeling the sense of triumph in the close, when 
Sir Gawaine’s ghost goes shriekiTig down the wind, 
“And hollow, hollow, hollow, all delight,’^ and 
Arthur passes to his isle of rest. The illusion that, 
blinds the king is the illusion of infinite light- far 
more real than the world to Which it blinds him. 
With George Eliot, on the other hand, the same 
idealism and illusion — not a whit less noble in tbeir 
moral source — always come to some sad einling and 
partial or total quenching. The finer juiturc in 
Dinah suffers eclipse under the secular shadow of 
Adam Bede. Uoniola fails and fades in a melancholy 
twilight. The Spanish Gypsy succumbs to a part 
too hard for her. Jubal is extinguished with his 
song, and told to be grateful for extinction. 
Armgart loses all her fire and hope as she takes 
home her lesson of self-sacrilice ; and here, in this 
new work of our author's, — which is, I am sure, 
going to be a great one, — we are pretty plainly told 
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in tho preface (why does she call it* a “prelude''?) 
that the heroine is to be the victim of her own 
idealism, and to founder on the rocks of uncongenial 
circumstance. That the sister of little feeling is to 
see he]’ way easily, and the sister of deej) feeling to 
stray far into the wilderness, I do not [complain. 
AM true realism teaches us that so it continually is. 
Ihit that we are to trace the history of a “ foundress 
of nothing, whose loving heart-boats and sobs after 
an unattained goodness tremble off and are dispersed 
among hiiidi ances,” seems to me the fiat not so much 
of realism as of that deficiency in the faculties of 
insight which only the stimulus of faith can supply. 
The true idealism of life undoubtedly often leads to 
failure and grief and outward ruin immeasurable; 
but oidy infidelity to it, selfish recoil from it, leads 
to that quenching and exhaustion of spirit in which 
the finest characters of Cieorge Piliot's works are so 
often allowed to flicker out their lives. 



NEWMAN AND TENNYSON 

The unveiling of Cardinal Newman's statue on 
Wednesday at the Oratory of St. Philip Ncri was 
an event which I cannot help looking on as the 
consequence of a national mistake. Newman was 
no doubt a Roman Catholic, and a deserter from 
the Anglican communion, but he was a great 
Englishman before he was cither, and perhaps 
more distinctively a great Oxonian than anything 
else. Oxford ought to have claimed him instead 
of rejecting him, as unluckily she did. His genius 
was full of the very essence of Oxford's great 
motto, “ Dem illuminai^io rA£^a,"'’aiid his manijier was 
the embodiment of that *' sweetness and light ” 
which has characterised so many of the best Oxford 
teachers, till it has often been called the Oxford 
manner. The Roman Catholics saw this and 
generously offered the statue of their great thinker 
to Oxford ; but Oxford was too shy of the Roman 
Catholic faith — though it was the faith of Oxford 
itself in an age when the University was more of 
a European than of an English institution — to 
accept the offer, and has thereby lost the memorial 
of one of the greatest and most impressive figures 
amongst her sons. The late Poet-Laureate, whose 
most characteristic aim in life was by no means 
192 
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far removed from Cardinal Newmanjp, seeing that 
both these great men confronted the deepest doubt 
boldly, and yet in a spirit eager to show that faith 
is deeper and truer than doubt, has said with some- 
thing of paradox : — 

There is more, faitli in honest doubt, 

lielieve me, than in Jialf the creeds. 

But though Newman would hardly have said that, 
for he did not love paradox, and perhaps would 
have been more disposed to say, what is also true, 
“There is more doubt in shrinking faith, believe 
me, than in half the heresies,” there never was a 
religious thinker, certainly a great ecclesiastic, who 
expressed more powerfully and more candidly the 
great doubts with which he grappled, or who 
taught his friends to face them with a calmer and a 
clearer glance. Mr. Wilfrid Ward, who has done 
so much to promote the knowledge of the great 
Cardinal’s writings, — with a complete belief in his 
hero’s u Intimate solution of those doubts which I 
have never been able to share, — has quite lately 
published in a paper in the New Review (July 
1896) a study of Tennyson, which seems to me to 
demonstrate how much and how deep a sympathy 
there was between the most characteristic aim of 
Tennyson as a religious thinker and that of the 
Oxford leader who ended his days as a Cardinal 
of the Church of Komo. And though Cardinal 
Newsman’s name is never mentioned, so far as 1 
rejnember, in Mr. Wilfrid Ward’s article, 1 am 
very glad to avail myself of its drift to illustrate 
my contention that there was quite enough of 
parallelism between the religious aims of these 

0 
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two very different men, with their two widely 
different manners, to show how ill Oxford under- 
stood her own characteristic aims, when she 
practically declined to recognise Newman except 
as a deserter from her fold. Newman, no doubt, 
was a far more earnest believer in the dogmas of 
Christianity than Tennyson, w'ho never succeeded 
in reconciling himself wholly to the Christian 
creeds, profoundly as he revered and loved the 
person of Christ. But I do not scruple to say 
that his method was the same as Newman’s, though 
he could not go so fai‘ as Newman went in acce])ting 
the intellectual form in which historical Christianity 
had embodied itself in the creeds of the Church. 
Mr. Wilfrid Ward’s paper has been talked of as 
if it wore an unauthorised revelation of jnnvate 
confidences between Tennyson and himself. Nothing 
can be more ridiculous than such a statement, and 
I doubt whether those who think so have carefully 
read what they so describe. It is, I venture to 
say, a lucid exhibition of thoughts written all 
over the most definitely religious of Lord Tennyson’s 
poems, and though, with the exception of “The 
Two Voices,” they are by no means amongst his 
greatest poems, they are certainly amongst the 
writings which most definite!}^ express the aims 
dearest to Tennyson’s heart, and bring him nearer 
to the great Tractarian leader, as regards his inmost 
thoughts, than I could ever have expected men so 
diflerent and so wddely severed in their origin and 
their walk in life to come. 

What was certainly common to the dearest 
objects of Newman and Tennyson is — that while 
they both believed that faith is deeper than doubt, 
they both endeavoured to confront doubt with the 
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steadiest and most intie2)i(l gaze, grid held that 
the more frankl}^ we meet and measure it, even 
when it seems to threaten us with utter disaster, 
the more surely shall wo ultimately triurntdi over, 
not indeed all our doubts, but all those which 
would leave us without any helm in the storm, 
and without any comjrass by which to steer. Let 
mo trace the iirincipics which seem to be common 
to Newman and Tennyson in dealing with the 
fundamental inciedulities of the human intellect, 
in the first ])lace, there is perfect agreement on the 
])oint that the sense of duty is the dec[jest root of 
faith. Cardinal Xcwman, naturally enough, put 
this with more jioint and effectiveness than the 
Poet-Laureate, though both of them jiut it clearly 
and definitely enough. Newman is never tired 
of pressing the iioirit that the spirit of obedience 
to duty is the beginning of all true religion. He 
held that even the most heretical parents should 
find their children obedient, and that in that early 
obedience the first step would be taken towards a 
truer fiyth. I To rniikes his hero in Loss and 
Gain rebuke a friend for sayitig, “I can’t believe 
this or that,” and declare that, if only he could 
find any one with proi>er authority to say, “This 
is true,” then he ought to believe it,” and not to 
say that he cannot believe it simply because it is 
beyond the power of the human intellect to com- 
prehend. Tennyson look the same lino of thought 
in dealing with doubt. He regarded the instinct 
of the conscience as the root of faith. “His 
method,” says Mr. Wilfrid Ward, “consisted in 
the presentation of two opposing veins of thought — 
of questioning and doubt on the one hand, and 
of instinctive assurance on the other. Each line 
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of thought ist'given its weight. The instinctive' 
assurance is not set aside in consequence of the 
speculative doubt, nor is it allowed to check 
the “doubt in its critical function. Doubt and 
questioning may lead to the discovery that some 
instinctive beliefs are based on more ju’cjudice. Yet 
there are instincts which bear in them signs of 
authority, — as the inner voice appefiled to in ‘ the 
Ancient Sage,’ — and the fact is recognised that 
doubt and questioning may be morbid and a con- 
sequence of intellectual defect. In ‘ The Two 
Voices ’ those two elements are formally expressed.” 
And Mr. Wilfrid Ward quotes the poet’s own 
definition of his aim : — 

As far aa might be, to carve out 
Free apace ‘for every hiiniau doubt, 

That the whole mind might oib about. 

To search thro* all I felt or saw 
Tlie springs of life, the depths of awe, 

And read the law within the law. 

I do not suppose that Cardinal Newman ever 
desired to provide fresh space “for every human 
doubt,” for which he thought that there was ample 
space already in our restless intelligence, as we 
know it. But ho undoubtedly desired greatly 
“to reach the law within the law,” and there he 
and Tennyson were working on common ground. 
Moreover, as his University lectures show, he 
wholly disapproved any attempt to stifle doubt as 
distinct from the effort to confront it fairly with 
the deeper facts of life. 

Again, look at the profound sympathy between 
the view of th'e late Poeh-Laureate and the view of 
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•Cardinal Newman on the subject of Jho limited and 
closely hedged -in free-will of man. Mr. Wilfrid 
Ward reports Lord Tennyson as saying, ** Man is 
free, but only free in certain narrow limits. His 
character and his acquired habits limit his freedom. 
They are like the cage of a bird. The bird can hop 
at will from one perch to another, and to the floor 
of the cage, but not beyond its bars.” And so, too, 
Cardinal Newman, though on this point more of an 
idealist than Tennyson, insisted on the narrow verge 
of human liberty, and even ventured to satirise the 
disposition to glory only in the possession of a 
liberty which we do not know how to use. Liberty, 
ho insisted, is only valuable to those who can find 
the highest guidance for its exorcise, and is even 
injurious to those who are satisfied with the mere 
possession of it, and regard the mode in which it is 
to be exercised as something more or less irrelevant 
to the joy of being at liberty to go wrong. He 
could not endure the jauntiiiess with which men 
riot in the idle possession of one of the most re- 
sponsive of gifts. Those, he declared, who say to 
themselves, “I am examining, I am scriitiiiising, I 
am free to choose or reject, I am exercising the 
right of private judgment,” are about as wise as the 
person who ostentatiously exults in his grief for a 
friend, and says, “I am weeping, T am overcome 
and agonised for the second or third time, I am 
resolved to weep,” and of such a one I should 
certainly say that his grief was not profound. And 
so the sense of liberty cannot be serious in a man 
jwho is content to make a great fuss over it, and not 
to take that anxious care to exercise it rightly 
which alone shows his real value for it. To 
Newman liberty of choice was a “ dread ” gift : — 
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Son of iniyiortal set*cl, liigli-dei^tined Man ! 

Know tliy dread gift, — a creature, yet a caiiHO : 

Each mind is its own centre, and it draws 
llonie to itself, and inonldM in its thought’s span 
All outward things, the vassiils of its will, 

Aid(‘rl }>y Heaven, by eiirlli nnthwarh'd still. 

That is written in the noblest stylo of Tennyson's 
verse, but it was published before Tennyson had 
produced any tiling in that high strain. 

Of course the most im])ortant and remarkable 
of the analogies bctw'cen Newmian and Tennyson 
was the very deep conviction shared by both of 
the absolute certainty of the relation of God to ihe 
soul of man. Newman tells in his Jpohgia that 
“ from a very early ago ” he had “ rested in the 
thought of two, and two only, supreme and lumin- 
ously self-evident beings, myself arid my Ci’eator,’^ 
and that conviction may be regarded as the vovy 
root of all he had to say in this world, however 
wide-spreading may have been its leaves and 
branches. It was nearly thcf same with Tennyson. 
Let us hear Mr. Wilfrid Ward’s account of the 
manner in Avhich Lord Tennyson, almost at the 
last, read to him the “De Profundis” as his deepest 
profession of faith : — 

He raised his cye.s I'roin tlie book at the seventh line 
and looked for a inoineut at liis hearm' with an inde- 
sr:ribable expression of awe before h(; ut.tered the word 
“spirit: — Out of the dee]> — Spirit — out of Llie deep.” 
When he had finished the second greeting he was trem- 
bling much. Then lie read the ])rayer — a prayer, li^ 
had told me, of self-prostration before the Infinite. 1 
think he intended it as a contrast with the analytical 
and reflective character of the rest. It is an outpouring 
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of tlio fiijiip]ef«t aiK^l most intense ecll‘-a]jft,n(ionmont to the 
('le/itor, an aclviiowledgmoiit, when all lias been thought 
and said with such insight and beauty, that our lK*,st 
thoughts and words are as notliing in the Great Presence 
— in a sense paiallel to the breaking olf in the ode to 
the Duke of AVellinglon : — 

S])oak no more of his renown, 

Lay your eailhly fancies down. 

'Fhat is Tennyson, and what says Cardinal Newman 
in his “ Dc Profundis ” : — 


Take me away, and in the lowest deep 
There let me be. 

And there in hope the lone night-watches kee]>, 

Told out for me. 

There, motionless and happy in my pain, 

Lone, not foi-loni, — 

'Fliere will 1 sing my sad per])e,tnal strain, 

Until the morn, 

Tljer(i will f sing, and soot lie my stricken breast, 
AVhich ne’er c-ftn cease 

Tc> tlnob, and ]>ine, aiul languish, till possest 
Of its Sole Peace. 

Surely there we see a singular dcjith of ultimate 
sympathy between the almost Puritan poet, whose 
face, with its haggard and even moody linos, has 
s])oken the deepest spiritual truth to this generation 
of the English people, and the great Cardinal whom 
Oxford disowned, because he had in some sense 
, disowned Oxford when he left the University he 
loved so tenderly in the fashion which he himself 
had foreshadowed long before, when he described 
himself as a pilgrim pale with PauPs sad girdle 
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bound.” Surety Newman, Koman Catholic thoughc 
he was, shoulcf have been claimed for England as 
Tennyson was claimed for England. Of course ho 
was not nearly so great a poet, but perhaps he was 
even greater as a man. 



TllOMAR CARLYLE 

For many years before his death last Saturday, Mr. 
Carlyle had been to England what his great hero, 
Goethe, long was to Germany — the aged seer whose 
personal judgments on men and things were every- 
where sought after, and eagerly chronicled and 
retailed. Yet it was hardly for the same reason. 
In Goethe’s old age the ripeness of his critical 
judgment, and the catholicity, not to say even the 
facility, of his literary taste, induced a sort of con- 
fidence that he would judge calmly, and judge 
genially, anything, whether in life or literature, that 
was not extravagant. Mr. Carlyle was resorted to 
for a very diflerent reason. The Chelsea shrine, as 
was well known, gave out only one sort of oracles, 
and that sort was graphic and humorous denuncia- 
tion of all conventional falsehoods and pretentious- 
ness, or what was presumed to be conventional 
falsehood and pretentiousness ; and, consequently, 
recourse was had to that shrine only when some 
trenchjint saying was wanted that might help in 
^the sweeping away of some new formula of the 
sentimentalists, or of the panegyrists of worn-out 
symbols. His almost extravagant admiration for 
Goethe notwithstanding, Carlyle in his greatness 
201 
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was over 1110^0 disposed to sympathise with tho 
great organs of destructive than with those of con- 
structive force. He sympathised with Cromwell 
for what lie destroy e(l, with Frederick in groat 
measure for what he destroye<l, willi Miral)eau and 
Dan ton for what they destroyed, and even with 
Goethe in large degree for the negative tendencies 
of thought and criticism. With tho constiMictive 
tendencies of the past ho could often deeply 
sympathise, — as he showed in Past and ]* resent , — 
but with those of tlie ))resent, hardly ever. If I 
were asked what his genius did for Englisli thought 
and literature, I should say that it did chielly the 
work of a .sort of spiritual volcano, — showed us the 
perennial fire subversive of worn-out creeds which 
lies concealed in vast stores beneath the 8 ui‘fa,ce of 
society, and the thinness of the crust which alone 
separates us from that pit of Tophet, as he would 
himself have called it. And yet, in spite of himself, 
he always strove to symjiathise with positive work. 
His teaching was incessant that the reconstruction 
of society was a far greater A^^ork t han tho , destruc- 
tion of the worn-out shell Avhich usually preceded 
it, only, unfortunately, in his oavii time, there was 
hardly any species of reconstructive effort Avhich 
could gain his acquiescence, much less his approval. 
He despised all tho more positive, political, and 
philanthropic tendencies of his time ; felt little 
interest in scientific discoveries ; concerned himself 
not at all about its art ; scorned its economical teach- 
ing, and rejected the modern religious instructoi’s with 
even more emphatic contumely than the “dreary 
professors of a dismal science.” To Carlyle the world 
was out of joint, and his only receipt for setting it 
right — tho restoration of “the beneficent whip” 



THOMAS CARLYLE 


203 


I for its idlers, rogues, and vagaboijds — was never 
seriously liKstened to by thinking men. Conse- 
quently, all that he achieved was achieved in the 
world of thought and imagination. He did succeed 
in maln'ng men realise, as they never realised before, 
into what fermenting chaos of passion human society 
is constantly in danger of dissolving, when either 
injustice or insinceiity — what Mr. Carlyle called a 
— is in the ascendant, arid rules by virtue 
of mere convention or habit. He did succeed in 
making men realise the 'wonderful paradox of all 
social order and discipline, in depicting to us the 
weakness and the hysterical character of much that 
is called patriotic and humane impulse, in making us 
see that justice and strength and a certain heroism 
of courage are all necessary for the original 
orgatiisa-l ion of a stable society; and that much 
sensibility in the body corporate, so far from 
making this organisation easier, is apt to make it 
both more ditlicult and more unstable. Carlyle’s 
greatest power was the wonderful imaginative 
ger.iiis which enablort him to lift the veil from the 
strange mixture of convention, passion, need, want, 
capacily, and incompetence called human society, and 
niakes us understand by what a thread order often 
hangs, and how rare is the sort of genius to restore it 
when once it goes to jueces. No one ever performed 
this great service for the world as Carlyle has 
perfru’med it in almost all his works — notably in 
Tha Fn-Hch Ikvoluiion and Savior Jic.nrfuSy and this 
alone is enough to entitle him to a, very high place 
;imong the iiumortals of literature. 

And ho had all the gifts for this great task, 
especially that marvellous insight into the social 
power of symbols which made him always maintain 
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that fantasy the organ of divinity. He has 
often been called a prophet, and though I have too 
little sympathy with his personal conception of good 
and evil so to class him, — though religious seer as 
he was, ho was in no sense Christ-like, — he certainly 
had to the full the prophet’s insight into the po\yer 
of parable and type, and the prophet’s eye for the 
forces which move society and inspire multitudes 
with contagious enthusiasm, whether for good or 
ill. He fell short of a prophet in this, that his 
main interest, after all, was rather in the graphic 
and picturesque interpretation of social phenomena 
than in any overwhelming desire to change them for 
the better, warmly as that desire was often ex- 
pressed, and sincerely, no doubt, as it was entertained. 
Still, Carlyle’s main literary motive-power was not 
a moral passion but a humorous wonder. He was 
always taking to pieces, in his own mind’s eye, the 
marvellous structure of human society, and bewilder- 
ing himself with the problem of how it could be 
put together again. Even in studying personal 
character, what he cared for principally was^this : — 
for men who could not sway the great spiritual 
tides of human loyalty and trust, he had — with the 
curious exception of Goethe — no very real reverence. 
His true heroes were all men who could make 
multitudes follow them as the moon makes the sea 
follow her, — either by spiritual magnetism, or by 
trust, or by genuine practical capacity. To him 
imagination was the true organ of divinity, because, 
as he saw at a glance, it was by the imagination 
that men are most easily both governed and beguiled. 
His story of the French Revolution is a series of 
y^udies in the w^y men are beguiled and governed 
imagination, and no more wonderful book 
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its kind has ever been written Jin thft world, 
though I should be sorry to have to estimate accur- 
ately how much of his picture is true vision, and 
how much the misleading guesswork of a highly- 
imagiiuitivo dreamer. 

It is in some respects curious that Carlyle has 
connected his name so effectually as he has done 
with the denunciation of shams. For I am far 
from thinking that the passionate love of truth in 
its simplicity was at all his chief characteristic. In 
the first place, his style is too self-conscious for that 
of sheer, self-forgetting love of truth. No man of 
first-rate simplicity — and first-rate simplicity is, I 
imagine, one of the conditions of a first-rate love 
of truth — would express commonplace ideas in so 
roundabout a fashion as he ; would say, for instance, 
in recommending Emerson to the reading public, 
“ The words of such a man,-— what words he thinks 
fit to speak, are worth attending to” ; or would dc 
scribe a kind and gracious woman as “a gentle, ex- 
cellent, female soul,” as he does in his Life of Sterling. 
There jis a straining for effect in the details of 
Carlyle's style which is not the characteristic of an 
overpowering and perfectly simple love of truth. 
Nor was that the ruling intellectual principle of 
Carlyle's mind. What he meant by hatred of 
shams, exposure of unveracities, defiance to the 
“Everlasting No,” affirmation of the “Everlasting 
Yea,” and the like, was not so much the love of 
truth as the love of divine force, — the love of that 
which had genuine strength and effective character 
•in it, the denunciation of imbecilities, the scorn for 
the dwindled life of mere conventionality or pre- 
cedent, the contempt for extinct figments, not so 
much because they were figments as because they , 
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were extinct, ajid would no longer bear the strain ' 
put upon them by human passion. You can see 
this in the scorn which Carlyle pours upon “ thin 
men, — his meagre reverence for “ thiii-lipped, con- 
stitutional Hampden, for instance, and his contempt 
for such men as the Edgeworth described in »)ohn 
Sterling’s life, whom he more than despises, not for 
the least grain of insincerity, but for deficiency in 
quantity of nature, and especially such nature as 
moves in society. Greatly as Carlyle despised 
“cant,” he seems to have meant by cant, not so 
much principles which a man docs not personally 
accept, but repeats by rote on the authority of 
others, as princijJes which have ceased, in his 
estimation, to exert a living influence on society, 
whether heartily accepted by the individual or not. 
Thus, in his life of Sterling, he indulges in long 
pages of vitiiperalion against Sterling for taking to 
the Church, — not that he believed Sterling to be 
insincere in doing so, but because what Carlyle 
called the “Hebrew old clothes” were to his mind 
worn out, and he would not'hidmit that any one 
of lucid mind couhi honestly fail to see that so 
it was. 

Carlyle, in short, has been the interpreter to 
his country, not so much of the “veracities” or 
“ verities ” of life, as of the moral and social spells 
and symbols which, for evil or for good, have 
exercised a great imaginative influence over the 
social organism of large bodies of men, and either 
awed them into sober and earnest work, or stimu- 
lated them into delirious and anarchic excitement: 
He has been the greatest painter who ever lived of 
the interior life of man, especially of such life as 
spreads to the multitude, not perhaps exactly as it 
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feally is, but rather as it represented! itself to one 
who looked upon it as the symbol of some infinite 
mind of which it embodied a temporary phase. I 
doubt if Carlyle ever really interpreted any human 
being’s career — Cromwell’s or Fredrick’s or Cole- 
ridge’s— as justly and fully as many men of less 
genius might have interpreted it. For this was not, 
after all, his chief interest. His interest seems to 
me always to have been in figuring the human mind 
as representing some flying colour or type of the 
Infinite Aiind at work behind the Universe, and so 
])rcscnting this idea avS to make it palpable to his 
fellow-men. He told Sterling he did not mind 
whether ho talked “pantheism or ])ottheism,” — a 
mild joke which he so frequently repeated as to 
indicate that he rather overrated its excellence, — 
so long as it was true ; and he meant, I fancy, by 
))eing true, not so much corresponding to fact, as 
expressing adequately the constant effort of his 
own great imagination to see the finite in some 
graphic relation to the infinite. Perhaps the 
central^thought of his life was in this passage from 
Sartor Hesartus : “ What is man himself, but a 
symbol of God Is not all that he does symbolical, 
— a revelation to sense of the mystic God-given 
poAver that is in him, a gospel of freedom, which he, 
the ‘ Mossias of ISIaturo,’ preaches, as ho can, by 
act and word ? Not a hut ho builds but is the 
visible embodiment of a thought, but leaves visible 
record of invisible things, but is, in the transcen- 
dental sense, symbolical as well as real.” Carlyle 
•was far the greatest interpreter our literature has 
ever had of the infinite forces working through 
society, of that vast, dim background of social be- 
liefs, unbeliefs, enthusiasms, sentimentalities, super- 
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stitions, hopes,* fears, and trusts, which go to make* 
up either the strong cement, or the destructive 
lava-stream, of national life, and to image forth 
some of the genuine features of the retributive 
providence of history. 



ME. CAELYLE ON VERSE 

Students of Mr. Carlyle will not have been sur- 
prised at the outbreak against verso which was 
published the other day in his letter to Dr. Bennett. 
Nearly twenty years ago he first publicly broached 
the same heresy in his life of John Sterling, whom 
he sti’cnuously advised — perhaps in that case wisely 
— to give up verse and stick to prose, but on grounds 
which were many of them equally applicable to all 
men and without reference to the individual faculty 
of the man, “ Why siiKj your bits of thoughts if you 
can contrive to apeak them ? By your thought, not 
your mode of delivei%ng it, you must live or die,” 
urged jJir. Carlyle to his discouraged friend. And 
again; — “Beyond all Ages, our Age admonishes 
what, soever thinking or writing man it has, — ‘ Speak 
to me sonic wise, intelligible speech ; your wise 
meaning in the shortest and clearest way ; behold, 
1 am dying for want of wise meaning and insight 
into the devouring fact : speak, if you have any 
wisdom ! ' As to song so called, and your fiddling 
talent, — even if you have one, much more if you 
Jiavo none, — we will talk of that a couple of 
centuries hence, when things are calmer again. 
Homer shall be thrice welcome; but only when 
Troy is taken ; alas ! while the siege lasts, and the 
209 P 
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battlers fury rages everywhere, what can I do with., 
the Homers? I want Achilles and Odysseus, and 
am enraged to see them trying to be Homers.*^ 
And again, “ Why follow that sad, ‘ metrical * course, 
climbing the loose sandhills, when you have a firm 
path across the plain ? ” And now, it appears, Mr. 
Carlyle holds this doctrine still more strongly than 
when he did his best to discourage Sterling from 
verse-making. He says to Dr. Bennett, — who 
actually had the intellectual nerve to send Mr. 
Carlyle a sonnet of his own composition : — 

It is one of my constant regrets, in this generation, 
that men to whom the gods have given a genius (which, 
means a light of intelligence, of courage, and all manful- 
nesa, or else means nothing) will insist, in such an earnest 
time as o.urs has grown, in bringing out their divine gift 
in the shape of versBy which now no man reads entirely 
in earnest. That a man has to bring out his gift in 
words of any kind, and not in silent divine aciionsy which 
alone are fit to express it well, seems to me a great mis- 
fortune for him ; but that, he should select verse, with its 
half-credibilities and other sad ac^/ompaiiiments, when he 
might have prose and be wholly credible, if ho desired it, 
— this I lay at the dooi- of our spiritual teachers (peilanls 
mostly, and speaking an obsolete dialect), who thereby 
incalculably rot tlie world; making him who might 
have been a soldier and fighter (so terribly wanted just 
at present), a mere preacher and idle singer. This is a 
fixed perception of mine, growing ever more fixed tliese 
many years ; and I offer it to you, as I have done to 
many others in the like case, not much hoping that you 
will believe in it all at once. But, certainly, a good, 
wise, eame.st piece in prose from you would please 
better than the musicallest verses could. 

From all which it appears that Mr. Carlyle's objec- 
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• tion to verse consists in this, that there is something 
artificial, light-minded, and even falsetto-toned about* 
it as a mode of conveying meaning between man 
and man. 

It rather surprises me that a writer who has so 
completely made a sort of prismatic prose stylo for 
himself, — a style which to every man who makes 
acquaintance with Mr. Cailyle for the first time is ’ 
apt to seem (no doubt very untruly and unjustly) 
a wonder of artificiality and affectation, — should be 
the one to assert that the form and matter of human 
thought are quite separable from each other, and 
that it is the latter only which has any real im- 
portance. Why, if it were only for Mr. Carlyle’s 
peculiar comparatives and superlatives of adjectives, 
his very profuse employment of abstractions (such 
as “credibilities,” “Eternities,” and so forth), and 
a number of other really unique and individual 
forms of speech, there would be enough to prove 
from the evidence of his own style alone, that 
special matter often determines its own form by 
some occult law of Ae inner faculty, and that it is 
idle to* assume that a man can express his thought 
in any way he chooses, or that what would seem 
to one man the most true expression of it, is really 
the expression of the other’s njeaning. And as 
for the “earnestness” of our age, Mr. Carlyle^s 
own mind can hardly bo said — except under some 
very peculiar use of the term — to want earnestness. 
Many would say that he is overstocked with some 
forms of that quality. And how does it show itself ? 
^JSTot indeed in climbing “the loose sandhills” of 
metre, but, on the other hand, in elaborating a 
sort of special language for himself, which is over- 
loaded and indistinct with excess of colour, which 
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combines with great hunger for the adequate c 
vision of all physical facts a certain wrathful 
melancholy at the littleness of the human world, 
and a vain yearning to introduce Titan- worship 
into it, in the hope of thereby making it somewhat 
less contemptible. This is expressed in Mr. Carlyle^s 
writings by an illuminated kind of style, in which 
the hinting and suggesting I’esources of language ai’c 
all developed so as to produce an almost inconceiv- 
able sense of high pressure. The crowding of the 
colours into a sort of Turneresque shorthand seems 
to shadow forth Mr. Carlyle’s contempt for mere 
speech, and his wish to saturate language with 
meaning under the pressure of some half-do/en 
atmospheres till it has gained something of the 
electric effect of a moral discharge, and become 
rather a personal action than a speech. Mr. 
Carlyle’s sovereign contempt for minute moral 
phenomena, for “ thin ” life, for small scrupulosities, 
is impressed somehow, chiefly by indirect touches of 
style, on every page of his writings. You might 
say that his “ earnestness ’’ oveybalaiices itself very 
often into a lust of the moral-theatrical, which is 
on the very borders of falsehood, and that here his 
earnestness meets the extreme apj)arently most 
opposed to it. But this again paints itself in his 
style, which is far nearer moral theatricality than 
good verse is capable of being. What, for instance, 
does such a sentence as this, among those finding 
fault with Sterling for taking orders in the English 
Church, express ? — “ So dark and abstruse, without 
lamp or authentic finger-post, is the course of pious 
genius towards the Eternal Kingdom grown. No 
fixed highway more; the old spiritual highways 
and recognised paths to the Eternal, now all torn 
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up and flung in heaps, submerge! in unutterable 
boiling mud-oceans of Hypocrisy and Unbeliev- 
ability, of brutal living Atheism and damnable dead 
putrescent Cant ; surely a tragic pilgrimage for all 
mortals ; Darkness and the mere shadow of Death 
(5nveloping all things from pole to polo ; and in the 
raging gulf-current offering us Will-o’-the- Wisps for 
load-stars, — intimating that there are no stars, nor 
ever were exce])t certain Old-Jew ones, which have 
now gone out.” Translated into common prose, it 
would mean only that a vast deal of unreal and 
half-belief is mixed up with all the traditional creeds, 
that such unreal and half-belief is evil and weak 
and dangerous, and paralyses what genuine belief 
there is in its fight with the brutalism of genuine 
selfishness and self- worship. But this crowd of 
metaphor, under which Mr. Carlyle sails, adds a 
great deal of indirect expression to that rather 
commonplace opinion, and manages to make it ex- 
press, ))csides what it does formally say, a vast deal 
of Mr. Carlyle's personal contempt for antirpiatcd 
formuljo, for all professions of accurate thinking 
about infinite subjects, for fanciful solutions of 
problems of which he recognises no authentic 
solution, and, generally, for conventional and 
easy-going religious creeds of all sorts. 

Yet one can see dimly why Mr. Carlyle, with 
all the peculiarity of his speech, hates, as he does, 
the rhythmical forms of English verse. What verso 
specially expresses is the imaginative completeness 
or satisfaction of the poet's mind or feeling, some- 
times a sense of harmony between his mind and the 
subject of his thought, more often perhaps (and 
almost always in lyrical poetry) a sense of complete 
absorption in the life of his own emotion which, for 
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the moment, is allowed to tinge everything ho sees, * 
and create, as it were, a universe for itself. Now 
neither of these states of mind is what Mr. Carlyle 
wants to exi^ress. In all his writings there is the 
fundamental wrath and melancholy of a mind in 
conflict with the world of men as he finds it, and 
anxiety to express that conflict. A deep revolu- 
tionary fire glows in his veins, — not revolutionary 
in the popular sense, for he is always striving to 
shadow forth his contempt for the chief revolutionary 
processes of republican enthusiasm, but in a much 
deeper sense than the popular, in a sense w hich goes to 
the heart of the moral universe as wo find it. He 
wants to see what he calls “silent divine actions” 
predominant everywhere, to extinguish the idle fret, 
and gossip, and fussy enthusiasms of the world he 
sees, and substitute for them organised hosts of 
obedient souls waiting upon the silent signals of 
great men, as a servant waits upon the eye of his 
master. His whole soul protests because he does 
not find this. lie cannot express the contempt with 
which he looks upon the foolisn chaos of actiw.! life 
as he sees it. And he cannot forget it and sink into 
himself. How^ever, he has not only no craving for 
the imaginative rhythm of verse, but ho hates it as 
expressing a fundamental harmony which ho cannot 
hear, and as hiding the anarchy he detests. His 
grotesqueries of stylo seem to say the same thing. 
When he talks of “ rausicallest verses,” it is with a 
soul that protests against the existence of music in all ^ 
this moral anarchy, and the odd form of his superla- 
tive somehow expresses this. Not that he himself*' 
is without a sense of music. On the contrary, his 
prose ^expresses often very finely that shriek of the 
retreating wave before it dashes again on the shore, 
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* in which the chronic conflict of earthtend ocean is so 
wonderfully reflected. But in all his music there is 
the note of discord, which verse drowns. He is at 
one with the great silent forces of Nature, or tries 
to be so ; but he no sooner sees man (and he cares 
very little about anything else) than he lifts up his 
voice and shrieks or sighs like the wind which 
precedes a tempest. 

I have heard a very able literary man defend 
Mr. Carlyle’s thesis - so far as this goes, at least, 
that a great deal of the finest poets’ thoughts might 
be just as eflectively expressed in prose as in verse — 
by referring to the fine prose scene in Hamlet (Act ii. 
Scene 2), where we find Shakespeare putting such 
thoughts as these, for instance, into Hamlet’s mouth 
and giving them in prose : — “ What a piece of work 
is a man ! how noble in reason ! how infinite in 
faculty ! in form and moving how express and 
admirable ! in action how like an angel ! in appre- 
hension how like a god I the beauty of the world ! the 
paragon of animals !” Yet nothing could better illus- 
trate Mr. Carlyle’s own preference of prose to verse. 
Hamlet speaks this fine passage in prose, why ? 
Because he is expressing not so much his intellectual 
admiration, but the failure of his heart to admire ; he 
is expressing not his feelings, but the jar in them. 
“ It goes so heavily with my disposition that this 
goodly frame, the earth, seems to me a sterile pro- 
montory, this most excellent canopy, the air, look you, 
this brave o’erhanging firmament, this majestical roof 
fretted with golden fire, why, it appears no other 
•thing to me than a foul and pestilent congregation 
of vapours.” And how does ho end his panegyric 
on the great masterpiece of creation, man? ,Why, 
by saying, “And yet, to me, what is this quintessence 
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of dust ? Maf.i delights not me : no, nor woman* 
neither.” Indeed, nothing seems to me more remark- 
able than tlic use of prose by Hamlet throughout the 
play, to express that jar in his mind which Mr. Carlyle 
always feels so keenly. In the earlier part of the 
play, before the discord is fully developed, ho speaks 
in the usual verse. Throughout, when in soliloquy, 
and not directly measuring himself against the world, 
he speaks in verso, which expresses the lyrical pain 
within him. Even with his mother, since he feels 
that she can partly respond to his passionate, but 
tender repioaches, he speaks in verse. But in 
fencing with Rosencranz and Guildenstorn, in his 
mockery of Polonius, in his harshness with Ophelia, 
in his bitter comments in the graveyard, in his 
scornful reception of Osric, he uses a prose nearer in 
tone and movement to Mr. Carlyle's than almost any 
other English literature could produce, though, of 
course, for many reasons difterent enough. 

The truth is, that true poetry could no more bo 
given in prose without a complete failure to cxj)ress 
the writer’s mind than comfnon, everyday prose 
could be given in poetry ; and Mr. Carlyle himself is 
one of my best witnesses. Doubtless a great deal of 
verse is mere prose in conventional fetters ; but I 
doubt whether any of this was worth giving at all, 
either in prose or verse. Take the one great poet, 
who most often falls into pure prose, Wordsworth, 
and wherever you find a prosaic lino, you find one 
which neither in prose nor verse was worth keeping. 
No doubt Mr. Browning is a great exception to this. 
Many of his serai-dramatic monologues would have* 
been studied with as much interest if they had been 
given in prose as in verso, and some of them with 
a great deal more. The Roman lawyers in “ The 
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and the Book ” would have bccnifar more amus- 
ing and readable in prose than in verse. But then Mr. 
Browning, great as ho is as an imaginative writer, is 
hardly a great poet. There is a jar between the 
acute practical sense in him and the visionary feeling 
w'hich resounds through a very great part of his 
verse. But as foi* such an assertion as that Shelley’s, 
or Tennyson’s, or Wordsworth’s poetry, or any true 
poetry whatever, loses “ earnestness ’’ by its form of 
verse, it seems to me simply ludicrous. Just imagine 
how this wail would gain in “ earnestness ” by being 
expressed in prose : — 

When the lamp is shatterod, 

The li^t on the dust lies dead ; 

When tile cloud is scattered, 

Hie rainbow’s glory is slu'd ; 

When the lute is broken. 

Sweet tones are remembered not ; 

AVlieii the lips have spoken, 

Love’s accents are soon forgot 
• 

Any of the spirit of this sort >vould, I take it, 
lose indefinitely in earnestness by its translation into 
prose ; and to take (piite another sort of composition, 
who w(>ul<] ventxire to distort and torture into prose 
even the highest specimens of specifically “ earnest ” 
poetry, Milton’s “Samson Agonistes,” or Words- 
worth’s “Ode to Duty”? — 

Stern Ijawgiver ! yet thou dost wear 
Tlie Godliead’a most benignant grace; 

Nor know we anything so fair 
As is the smile upon thy face : 

Flowers laugh before thee on tlieir beds 
And fragrance in thy fooling treads ; 
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Thou dist preserve the stars from wrong ; i 

And the most ancient heavens, through Thee, are 
fresh and strong. 

No ; Mr. Ccarlyle’s objection to verse is the objection 
of a noble mind out of tunc, which is always craving 
to mark the discords of its own depths. Verse is 
the natural and only possible instrument of expres- 
sion both for overpowering lyrical feeling and for 
complete imaginative insight. 



MRS. CARLYLE 


If Mrs. Carlyle married for ambition, as Mr. Froude 
reports, it is probable that she has gained what most 
ambitious people hope to gain, — whether they ulti- 
mately value what they have gained or not, — a 
name of her own in literature, and not merely the 
name of a faithful compfinion to her famous husband. 
Never were letters, unless they were the letters of 
Cowper, so full of fascination as Mrs. Carlyle^s. 
Her letters surpass those of her husband in every 
quality which letters should have except vividness, 
— in variety, naturalness, lightness of touch ; in the 
rajnd, but never abrupt, change from tender to 
satirical, from satirical to imaginative, and from 
imaginative, again, to the keen, shrewd, matter-of- 
fact of mother-wit j while in a few of them there is 
a wild, gipsy kind of waywardness which is, of course, 
entirely foreign to Mr. Carlyle's sphere. But I am 
not going to discuss Mrs. Carlyle's letters, but to 
attempt to reconstruct, so far as it is possible, from 
the insight they give, the figure of the author of 
the letters, who, while linked with a man of mar- 
vellous, though narrow, genius, made for herself — 
quite unconsciously too — a fame which shines dis- 
tinctly enough even in the immediate neighbourhood 
of bis, and which shines by no reflected light 
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We are tfeld in these volumes that Mrs. Carlyle’s 
grandmother was grandniece to a notable gipsy, 
Matthew Bail lie, who came to be hanged, and whose 
wife was the original of Scott’s “Meg Mcrrilies.” 
Mr. W. E. Forster, to whom Mrs. Carlyle mentioned 
this gipsy descent, is said to have replied that this 
information was the first thing to make her mind 
intelligible to him as a cross between that of a gipsy 
and that of John Knox (from whom also she was 
descended). But, so far as I can see, there was but 
little of John Knox in Mrs. Carlyle. She had no 
taste for abstract doctrine, or, indeed, for the 
abstract in any shape. Nor was she didactic. The 
gipsy clearly predominated in her over the Calvinist 
divine. Like the gipsies, she loved a certain wilful 
order, an order improvised out of chaos ; and one 
great source of her sufTcring in the extreme repres- 
sion of her life with Carlyle was that he had no love 
for those snatches of fitful and changeful energy, 
and wanted nothing so much as constant protection 
against surprise. A brother of General Cavaigrac, 
who was intimate with the Carlyles, used to say of 
Mrs. Carlyle that hers v/as a genius for “ detail ” ; 
and so it was, — as well for the imagination as for 
the execution of detail. She could always sec how 
much really skilful <letail could eilcct ; and to this, 
we believe, she owed much of her extraordinary 
power of managing others, — ranging from the power 
of pacifying Carlyle to the power of “ writing-down 
a parrot.” Considering how wonderfully tender 
and accessible were her sympathies, — ^at one time 
she, justly enough, called her head ‘*a perfect chaos 
of other people’s disasters and despairs,” — her 
answer to the question, “ Why do women marry ? ” 
— because, “like the great Wallenstein, tfiey do not 
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scope onough for their genius anij qualities in 
an easy life,” would scarcely have been a sufficient 
one, for she could have found scope for her genius 
and qualities in almost any life. But undotibtedly 
the enormous difficulties of engineering Carlyle’s 
life for him did make an impression on her 
ambitious imagination, and launched her into the 
pursuit of an ideal which she often found quite too 
hard for her. Perhaps the reason why it was often 
^too hard for her was her gipsy pride. As a 
Haddington cooper told her, twenty years after her 
departure from Haddington, she had been, even as a 
girl, “not just to call proud, very reserved in her 
coinjmny,” and it was this proud and roseived side 
of hei‘ which rendered her life with Carlyle often 
so much more unhapi)y than it otherwise need have 
been. For though she was sweet, pitiful, and 
fascinating to those who leaned upon her, she had 
a keen sense of her own dignity, and could not 
endure to be herself treated as a more dctiiil of life; 
and this Avas how Carlyle not unfreqiiently treated 
her. What she loved «bcst Avas to queen it over 
men, and C/arlyle was not the man to let his Avife 
queen it over him. And hoAV could she queen it ! 
liOiig after she was a middle-aged Avomaii she could 
pick up chance acquaiutauces in a roach and so 
fascinate them, that when she left her i)arasol in 
that coach one would compete eagerly and secretly 
against the other for the chance of recovering and 
restoi’ing it to her. In her old age, — indeed a year 
or tAVO before her deatli, — Avhcu she had partially 
reijovered from a most dangerous illness, middle- 
aged men of the world burst into tears at the sight 
of her Avhom they had never hoped to see again, 
and quivered all over with the joy of recovering her. 
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She owed th^ power of fascination, no doubt, partly 
to her ready tenderness of sympathy, partly to her 
volleys of gentle scorn. It is clear that women who 
cannot make themselves feared seldom gain the 
same empire as those who can make themselves 
feared as well as loved. It was this double power, 
obviously, which gave Lady Harriet Baring, after- 
wards Lady Ashburton, that victory over Mrs. 
Carlyle which embittered some eight years or so of 
Mrs. Carlyle’s life. Lady Harriet, though she can 
hardly have had Mrs. Carlyle’s literary power, — 
otherwise so7ne of her letters, at least, would surely 
have been preserved, — combined with her intel- 
lectual brightness and wit the great advantage of 
genuine high breeding, an advantage which Mr. 
Carlyle, with his vivid perceptions and his own 
peasant breeding, was the first to perceive and 
enjoy. That was how Lady Harriet placed Mrs. 
Carlyle at a disadvantage, for Mrs. Carlyle, thorough 
lady as she was, had never queened it over the kind 
of men who were at Lady Harriet’s feet, and had, 
in spite of that pride and reserve which distin- 
guished her as a middle-class woman, nothing like 
the distinction which marked her rival. And 
bitterly did Mrs. Carlyle feel the defeat. It is 
obvious that she who never fretted over the most 
homely tasks before, chafed passionately against 
having — for example — to mend Mr. Carlyle’s 
trousers at the very time when Mr. Carlyle wanted 
to go and worship a woman to whom servile 
domestic tasks were things of little meaning, — 
rumours of the servants’ hall. For I do itpt 
believe that the sore heart which Mrs. Carlyle bore 
about with her through some seven or eight years 
of her maiTied life would have been anything like 
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sore as it was through jealousy al(|ne. She was 
not a jealous woman, and I should doubt if she 
had any of that passionate feeling for her husband 
which stirs jealousy to its depths. But she was a 
very proud woman, and it crushed and humiliated 
her to be slaving for the man who was so captivated 
by the air of royalty borne by one who had never 
thus slaved for him. It is the queen trodden under 
the foot of the conquering queen who groans so 
bitterly in Mi s. Carlyle's diary of 1855. And she 
groans, as she is well aware, not as that conquering 
queen, if she in her turn had been trodden down, 
would groan, but with less scorn for herself and 
more of middle-class self-pity, and more, too, of 
those feminine consolations which she derived from 
dwelling on her own power of painting her misery. 
Mrs. Carlyle never succumbs to her misery. She 
fights it vindictively. Throughout it you see that 
it is Mr. Carlyle's indifference to her, his scorn, as 
she understood it, his cool exactingness, when she 
felt that the right to exact was hers rather than 
his, that stung her t« the quick. Had anything 
but her personal pride been wounded, she would 
hardly have suffered so much. As it was, she never 
fathomed the deepest depth of wretchedness, for 
she never quite lost the pleasure of painting vividly 
the inward wrath with which she was overflowing 
at this preference of the aristocratic queen to the 
gipsy queen of Carlyle's earlier life. And evidently, 
too, she frequently met Carlyle's imperious exigeance 
with rapier thrusts that wounded him keenly. 

^ I have said that Mrs. Carlyle had little con- 
versance with dogma or creed of any kind, but she 
had imagination enough, and critical faculty enough, 
to let ill gleams of speculative vronder on her 
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life, and som^ of these sceptical touches have a. 
marvellous force of their own. In the dialogue 
between her watch and her canary, she makes the 
watch reprove the canary for complaining of its 
prison. “ Alas ! my bird ! here sit prisoners. There, 
also, do prisoners sit. This world is all prison, 
the only difterence for those who inhabit it being 
in the size and aspect of the cells ; while some 
of those stand revealed in cold, strong nakedness 
for what they really arc, othei's are painted to look 
like sky overhead and open country all around, 
but the bare and the painted walls arc alike impass- 
able, and fall away ordy at the coming of the 
Angel of Death.” Nothing could bettcir present 
her impression of the universe, for while Mrs. 
Carlyle had apparently no faith but an imaginative 
one, she had imagination enough to t.he bare 
walls of her universe for herself, and with a fresco 
of no mean beauty. She was keen enough to see 
through the hollowness of false creeds, and to 
penetrate now and then to .some of the more 
beautiful aspects of true croeds ; but oven while 
she could appreciate the dreariness of a ’Church 
of which she could say, “Anything so like the 
burial-place of revealed religion you have never 
seen, nor a rector more fit to read the Burial 
Service,” she was (piitc unprepared to contend 
that there should be a burial-place prepared for 
revealed religion, and that the time for reading 
its burial service had arrived. Her religion con- 
sisted in glimpses of noble ideals, arid in the 
gracious human charities for which, when her pride 
was not touched, she was always more than ready. 
She had a humour, too, that combined with her 
natural tenderness to make life, by fitful gleams, 
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ftuliant as well as interesting. Button the whole* 
it is the gipsy queen whom we see in her, — the 
wild, lively queen whoso mission it was to bring 
order out of chaos by the help of her fine genius 
for “details'^ — who fascinated most men’s hearts, 
but smarted under her inferiority to a choicer type 
of queenhood, and who chafed bitterly against the 
sense of imprisonment which the constant society 
of such a man as Carlyle necessarily imposed on a 
character so full of vivacity, and so eager to feel 
the consciousness of its own power. Such is the 
picture impressed on the mind by the perusal of 
Mrs. Carlyle’s frank, charming, playful, and bitter 
letters, eloquent now with tenderness, and now, 
again, with impatient wrath and a mortification 
hardly rising to the ])oint of scorn. 


Q 
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Mrs. Ojji*hant aiui Mr. Venables both take up 
the ciulgels against Mr. Froude in current numbers 
of the May magazines, — Mr. Venables in the Fort- 
nightljf, and Mrs. Oliphant in the Contemporary ^ — 
both intimating that Mr. Froude has done his duty 
very, ill, and is icsponsildc for representing the 
relation between Mr. and Mrs. Carlyle as much 
less satisfactory than it really was. For my own 
part, I have done my best to show that the public 
impression on this head was very hasty, and that 
for a very large part of her life, at least, Mrs. 
Carlyle was obviously as devoted as a wife as she 
was brilliant as a woman. But apart from the 
question as to the proper inferences to bo drawn 
from the facts, I must say that Mrs. Oliphant, 
whoso very vigorous attack on Mr. Froude is much 
the more formidable of the two, has not at all 
sufficiently weighed what was Mr. Carlyle*s share 
of this responsibility and what was Mr. Fronde’s. 
She writes as if the publication of the fragment of 
diary rested on Mr. Fronde’s sole responsibility, 
whereas, as I undeistand Mr. Froude, Mr. Carlyle 
had himself selected for publication a part, and a 
most painful part, of the diary, though affording 
no clue to the bitterness of Mrs. Carlyle’s tone. 
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A part only of the following extrScta,” says Mr. 
Froudo in giving extracts from the diary, “ was 
selected by Mr. Carlyle, a part sufficient merely 
to leave a painful impression, without explaining 
the origin of his wife’s discomfort.” Mrs. Oliphant 
rojircsents it as if no part of the bitter diary of 
1855-56 had been selected by Mr. Carlyle at all, 
but only fragments of letters which seemed to 
demand explanation, and that Mr. Froude had out 
of his head hunted up the diary to expose the 
black spot in the relations between husband and 
wife. If I have understood the matter rightly 
this is not so. Mr. Froude is, indeed, I suppose, 
responsible for obtaining and publishing the indis- 
creet and highly-coloured letter from Miss Jewsbury, 
with which the extracts from the diary conclude, 
and is also responsible, I suppose, for some extension 
of the extracts taken from the diary, but not- — 
so I understand what seems to me his explicit 
statement — for authorising the publication of 
passages which reveijJ the blackness of desolation 
in wliiffh Mrs. Carlyle W'as sunk at the time this 
diary was written. It is quite another question, 
of course, whether Mr. Carlyle was not exceeding 
greatly the right of a husband in authorising, 
without her consent, the publication of passages 
which could not but draw^ public attention to the 
bitterness of soul in which his wife at one time 
seemed to be lost, — passages which, I am well 
inclined to believe, with Mrs. Oliphant, that Mrs, 
Carlyle herself would never have written had she 
tliought it possible that they would one day see 
the light. But if we are to blame any one, let us 
iit least blame fairly, and not make Mr. Froudo the 
whipping-boy on whom to vent all our indignation. 
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It seems to {ne that Mr. Fronde has responsibilities 
enough to answer for. He has to answer for the 
literary reduplications which have extended what 
would have made two charming volumes of unique 
letters into three volumes of letters abounding in 
repetitions and monotonies. He is responsible for 
inviting Miss Jowsbury to add an evidently over- 
coloured and ex parte criticism to the most painful 
part of the correspondence. lie is responsible, as 
I understand him, for revealing the explanation of 
Mrs. Carlyle’s darkest moods — the indignation 
which she felt at the intellectual chai*m exercised 
over her husband by Lady Harriet Baring. But 
he is not responsible for revealing the fact that 
these moods wore at one time very dark. Mr. 
Carlyle himself, apparently as a sort of penance, 
had given his sanction deliberately to this revelation, 
and had heard with satisfaction that Mr. Froude 
acquiesced in that decision. So I understand the 
case. And, therefore, Mr, Froude’s responsibility 
appears to me to consist of three distinct element^ 
— (1) liesponsibility for not dissuading Mr.icCarlyle 
from an act of questionable penance, but rather 
confirming him in it ; (2) Kesponsibility for 

bringing out the secret of Mrs. Carlyle’s desolation 
of heart, instead of leaving it a riddle to the public; 
(3) Responsibility for darkening the picture by 
adding Miss Jewsbury’s comments. I confess that 
I think the first of these decisions the most serious 
of the throe, and the second much the soundest 
of the three exercises of discretion — not a mistake 
at all, granting that the first course had be(fli 
irrevocably decided on ; while the third seems to 
me an unquestionable mistake of secondary import; 
ance. 1 do not think that if any evidence of the 
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♦Irrlcer moods which beset Mrs. parlylo during 
some years of her life were to have been given at 
all, it would have been wise or fair to Mr. Carlyle 
to leave them unexplained. The public imagination 
is none too charitable in such matters, and while 
I think it certain that before very long the spirit 
in which this temporary alienation of feeling 
between Mrs. Carlyle and her husband is judged 
will not be very harsh, 1 do not know what might 
not have been the inferences drawn if Mr. Froudo 
had left extracts from the diary showing us Mrs. 
Carlyle in her misery, and had not afforded us any 
explanation. As for Miss Jewsbury’s comments, 
they seem unquestionably to make matters worse 
than they really wore, and, therefore, they should 
have been rejected. But they are so obviously 
inconsistent with some of the facts, that they will 
not exercise any lasting influence on the estimate 
of either Mr. or Mrs. Carlyle. It is clear, however, 
that Mrs. Oliphant minimises excessively when she 
represents these moods of Mrs. Carlyle as so 
transient that on tufniiig a few pages you may 
always come again on the old affectionate language. 
I believe that for some years, at least, the tone of 
Mrs. Carlyle's letters remains more or less proud 
and frigid, and that you must turn very many 
pages at some parts of the book before you can 
find any trace of the old playful aflectionateness 
and fondness. 

To my mind, the primary blunder which Mr. 
Froudo made was in not dissuading Mr. Carlyle 
ii’om the ill-judged act of penance wdiich, unless I 
mistake Mrs. Carlyle's nature altogether, she would 
hcj’self so strenuously have disapproved and con- 
demned, and so certainly have prevented had she 
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had anything \p do with the decision. There is a 
great deal of indignation expended in modern times 
on the tyranny of “The Dead Hand,” and it is not 
I who would contend for the right of “ The Dead 
Hand ” to control, unconditionally, the disposition of 
property among the living, seeing that the living 
brain is much more competent to judge of the 
expediency of continuing these dispositions of 
property which a once living brain conceived, than 
any brain which had no foresight, of the present 
exigencies of society possibly could have been. 
But if, on the one hand, the Dead Hand controlled 
the destinies of the living too much, I am ready to 
maintain that it does not control the disclosures 
that most concern the owner of that Dead Hand 
half enough. It may be maintained, indeed, that 
no one has any right of monopoly in his own most 
secret history, if in any way whatever, accidental or 
otherwise, ho puts it out of his own power to keep 
the secret. Nor would I go so far as to assort that 
a man, say of the tenth century, whose private 
history should now be recovered, would have much 
claim on us of the nineteenth century to respect his 
privacy if it could be shown that the publication 
of his story would confer a great benefit on the 
modern world. The reason, as I understand it, why 
the privacy of a person lately dead — or even dead 
within a period so short that the revelation of his 
private circumstances would seriously aft'ect a good 
many living persons — should be respected is this : 
that he (or she) had means inaccessible to any one 
else of judging how fai' it was right or wrong ta 
divulge those private circumstances, and even if the 
wrong of divulging them would ever cease to be a 
wrong. To refuse to respect the privacy of the' 
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<Jo:id —at all events while the dead are still a felt 
inlluerice among the living — is to remse to respect 
the one judgment which alone was compel cut to 
decide on the rightness of privacy or pul)licity. 
Thus, supposing we could be sure — as I quite agree 
with Mrs. Oliphant that wc can be all but sure — 
that Mrs. Carlyle would have protested vehemently 
against the publication of those of her journals or 
letters which cx})ress either persornd dissatisfaction 
with her husband, or a passionate gloom from which 
the })ublic could at once have inferred the existence 
of that dissatisfaction, if not of more than the dis- 
satisfaction which actually existed, we may surely 
say that it distorts the truth of her character and 
misre])resents her feeling for her husband, when we, 
the outside public, receive the confession — even 
though wo know the confession to bo involuntaiy 
— of feelings which she could never have written 
down without grdat qualification, if she could have 
written them down at all, had she imagined that 
they would be overheard. 

\Vhy is it sim])ly ihistardly to go and repeat to an 
assembfed ])arty a soliloquy accidentally overheard, 
which wc well know that the utterer would have 
cut out his tongue rather than publish 'I First, 
because it grossly misrepresents the person who 
inadvertently .says aloud what he believed himself 
to be saying only to himself. Next, because the 
reticence he intended to display was in all probability 
not only for his own sake, but for the sake of others 
also, and because he was a better judge of the right 
^nd wisdom of both kinds of reticence than he who 
accidentally overhears him can be. Lastly, because 
we all trust each other not to break the implied 
/confidence we repose in each other in this way. 
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Precisely in tl^ same way the same reason applies, 
in my opinion, to this unauthorised revelation of 
Mrs. Carlyle's journal. So far as Mr. Carlyle was 
the only one to suffer by it, he might, perhaps, be 
excused for thinking that he had the right to give 
the permission. But then, in the first place, ho was 
not the only person to suffer by it. In the opinion 
of many of us, Mrs. Carlyle's character has suffered 
as much, and in part unjustly, because her whole 
soul would have revolted from this seeming dis- 
loyalty to her husband, from which, nevertheless, our 
knowledge of its involuntary character cannot 
wholly absolve her. In the next place, even so far 
as the revelation affects our judgment of Mr. Carlyle 
' himself, surely her judgment was entitled to much 
weight. No one knew him so well. No one would 
have been more eager to assert that these crude 
journals, never intended for the public eye, would 
misrepresent the truth as to Carfyle himself, even 
though we know we are, as it wore, eavesdroppers, 
listening to her private soliloquies, and not taken 
by her into her willing confidence. Now, should 
not these things weigh with us ? Is it fair to her 
to overhear her in her moods of anguish talking 
to herself ? Is it fair to her husband ? Is it fair, 
indeed, to the present generation to give it notice 
that if we can but overhear its secrets, — or, worse 
still, if we can overhear what it might like us to 
fancy its secrets, supposing it could be sure that we 
should try to worm them out and publish them, — 
we shall have no scruple in betray ihg those secrets ? 
To ray mind, the very same reasons which make if- 
so undesirable that “ The Dead Hand " should govern 
the disposition of modern wealth and energies, of 
which the brain which governed that hand had no^ 
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ii’iticjpative grasp, make it in the Jiighest degree 
desirable that it should govern the responsibility of 
giving or withholding confidences to the world which 
survives it, of the wisdom and delicacy of which no 
one living could have the same power or right to 
judge as belonged to the dead. No doubt that 
right diminishes with every distinct remove from 
the generation which those confidences would be the 
most likely to fascinate and intcrc«t, because the 
reasons for reticence or disclosure gradually expire 
with those removes. But, as it seems to me, “The 
Dead Hand ” has not half enough power to suppress 
one-sided and inadequate materials for biographj^, 
the communication of which in their piesent form 
would have giv<jn the most exquisite pain, and 
cauvsod the most exquisite self-reproach, to the mind 
and. conscience which directed that hand. Ihit in 
this case, at all events, I blame Mr. Carlyle even 
more than I blame Mr. Froude. 



KAf.PII WALDO EMERSON 

Thk grojit American tliinkcr, who has been so 
often compared to Carlyle, and who in some respects 
resembles, whilst in many more he is prof mindly 
different from him, and who has so soon followed 
him to the grave, will be remembered much longer, 

I believe, for the singular insight of his literary 
judgments than for that transcendental philosophy 
for which he was once famous. It is remarkable 
enough that Carlyle and Emerso*! both had in tliein 
that imaginative gift which made them aim at 
poetry, and both that incapacity for rhythm or 
music which rendered their^ regular verses too 
rugged, and too much possessed with the sense of 
effort, to sink, as verso should sink, into the hearts 
of men. Carlyle’s verse is like the heavy rumble 
of a van without springs ; Emerson’s, which now 
and then reaches something of the sweetness of 
poetry, much more often reminds one of the 
attempts of a seeress to induce in herself the ecstasy 
which will not spontaneously visit her. Yet the 
prose, both of Carlyle and Emerson, falls at times 
into that poetic rhythm which indicates the highest 
glow of a powerful imaginative nature, though of 
such passages I, at least, could produce many more 
from Carlyle than from Emerson. I should say\ 
234 
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^rit a liltlo of Emerson^s verse is gf inline poetry, 
though not of the highest order, and that none 
of Ciirlyle\s is poetry at all 3 but that some of 
Carlyle’s prose is as touching as any but the noblest 
poetry, while Emerson never reaches the same 
profound pathos. Nor is this the only side on 
which these two contemporary thinkers resemble 
each other. As thinkers, both were eager tiaiis- 
cendentalists, and, at the same time, rationalists too. 
Both were intended for divines, and both abandoned 
the profession, though Emerson filled a pulpit for 
a year or two, while Carlyle never oven entered on 
the formal study of theology. Both, again, wore 
in their way humourists, though Emerson’s humour 
was a much less profound constituent of his char- 
acter than Carlyle’s. And, finally, both would have 
called themselves the spokesmen of “the dim, 
common populations,” the oriomios of all selfish 
privilege, of all purely traditional distinctions 
l)etween man and man, of all the artificial selfish- 
ness of class, of all the tyranny of caste, and the 
cruelty of custom. « 

Yet ^Emerson and Carlyle were in their way 
remarkable contrasts. Emerson was benignant 
and gentle as Carlyle was arrogant and bitter. Mr. 
Ruskin has asked, “ What can you say of Carlyle, 
excc2)t that he was born in the clouds, and struck 
by lightning ? ” Of Emerson it might, perhaps, be 
also said that he was born in the clouds, but 
assuredly not that he was struck by lightning. 
There is nothing scathed or majTed about him, 
uothing sublime, though something perhaps better 
— a little of the calm of true majesty. lie has 
the keen kindliness of the highest New-England 
Culture, with a touch of majesty about him that 
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no other Nom;- E ngland culture shows. Ho har 
the art of sa.ying things with a tone of authority 
quite unknown to Carlyle, who casts his thunder- 
bolt, but never forgets that he is casting it at some 
unhappy mortil whom he intends to slay. That 
is not Emerson’s manner; he is never aggressive. 
He has that regal suavity which settles a trouble- 
some matter without dispute. His sentences are 
often like decrees. For example, take this, on the 
dangers of the much- vaunted life of action, — ‘‘A 
certain partiality, headiness, and want of balance is 
the tax which all action must pay. Act if you 
like, but you do it at your peril”; or this, on 
the dangers of sj^eculation, — “ Why should I vapour 
and play the philosopher, instead of ballasting the 
best 1 can this dancing balloon ” ; or this, on the 
dangers of hero-worship, — “Every hero becomes a 
bore at last. We balance one man with his 
opponent, and the health of the State depends upon 
the see-saw”; or this, on the Timespirit, — “Wo- 
see now events forced on which seem to retard or 
retrograde the civility of ages. But the World- 
spirit is a good swimmer, and storms and waves 
cannot drown him.” There is no thinker of our 
day who, for sentences that have the l ing of oracles, 
can quite compare with Emerson. Mr. Arnold, in 
a sonnet written nearly forty years ago, on Emerson’s 
essays, said, — 

A voice oracular hfw peah‘d to-day ; 

To-day a hero’s banner is unfurled. 

And the first line at least was true, whatever may 
be said of tlie second. No man has compressed 
more authoritative insight into his sentences than 
Emerson. He discerns character more truly than' 
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l;arlyle, though he does not describe! with half the 
fervent vigour. Carlyle worships Goethe blindly, 
but Emerson discerns the very core of the poet. 
“Goethe can never he dear to men. His is not 
oven the devotion to pure truth, but to truth for 
the sake of culture.’' And again, — Goethe, ho says, 
“has one test for all men : What can you teach me?^* 
Hear him of Goethe as artist, — “ His affections help 
him, like women employed by Ciucro, to worm out 
the secrets of conspirators.'' Or Uke this, as 
summing up Goethe as a poet: — “These are not 
wild, miraculous songs, but elaborate poems, to 
which the poet has confided the results of eighty 
years of observation . . . Still, he is a poet of a 
prouder laurel than any contemporary, and under 
this plague of microscopes (for he seems to see out 
of every pore of his skin) strikes the harp with a 
hero’s strength and grace.” There is something far 
more royal and certain in Mr. Emerson's insight 
than in all the humorous brilliance of Carlyle, 

8 till, if I were to compare the two as trans- 
cenderU^al thinkers, 1* should not hesitate to declare 
Carlyle much the greater of the two. Emerson, 
never seems to me so little secure of his ground as 
he is in uttering his transcendentalisms, — Carlyle 
never so secure. Emerson on “Nature,” Emerson 
on the “ Over-soul,” Emerson on the law of 
“Polarity,” Emerson on “Intuition,'’ does not seem 
to me even instructive. lie aims too wide, and 
hits only the vague. When ho tolls us, in his 
Representative Men^ that “animated chlorine knows 
bf chlorine, and incarnate zinc of zinc,” he 
only attempts to state his peculiar pantheism in 
^ words which not only do not make it more in- 
telligible, but rather illustrate the untruth of the 
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general assertion that only like can perceive lik^ 
“Shall we say,” ho adds, “that quartz mountains 
will pulverise into innumerable Werners, von 
Buchs, and Beaumonts, and that the laboratory of 
the atmosphere holds in solution I know not 
what Berzeliuses and Davys ? ” — a question to 
which I, at least, would reply with a most emphatic 
“No,” if, at least, the object bo, as it no doubt is, 
to explain discoverers by their latent affinity with 
the thing discovered. Suppose it is put thus, — 
“ Animated bacteria know of bacteria, incarnate 
lymph of vaccine;” — who would not see the 
absurdity ? Is there really more of the bacteria in 
Professor Pasteur or Professor Koch than there is 


in the cattle inoculated by the former, or the con- 
sumptive patients who die from the presence of 
tubercular bacteria, according to the teaching of the 
latter ; that Professors Pasteur and Koch discover 
their presence, while the patients themselves dis- 
cover nothing of the nature of their own complaints 1 
Of course, Emerson would have said that he did 
not mean his statements Eo be thus carnally 
understood. Very likely not; but have they any 
real meaning at all, unless carnally construed ? Mr. 
Emerson ^8 transcendental essays are full of this 
kind of dark and vague symbolism, which carries 
weight only in proportion to the extent of our 
ignorance, not to the extent of our knowledge. 
Now, Carlyle, so far as he was a transcendentalist, 
stuck to the very truth and reality of nature. He 
showed us how small a proportion of our life we 
can realise in thought; how small a proportion of 
our thoughts we can figure forth in words ; how 


immense is the difference between the pretensions^ 
of human speech and the real life for which* it^ 
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stands 3 liow vast the forces ami(<st which the 
human spirit struggles for its little modicum of 
purpose 3 how infinite the universe, both in regard 
to space and time, on which we make our little 
appearances only to subside again before we can 
hope materially to change the great stream of 
tendencies which contains us 3 and he made us feel, 
as hardly any other has made us feel, how, in spite 
of all this array of immensities, in which wo are 
hardly a distinguishable si)eck, the Spirit whoso 
command brings us into being rccpiires of us the 
kind of life which defies necessity, and breathes 
into the oidei* of our brief existence the spirit of 
imi)assio?ied right and indomitable freedom. Tliis 
was but a narrow aim, compared with t.hat of Mr. 
Emerson’s philosophy, but it succeeded, while 
Emerson’s did not. The various philosophic essays, 
in which Emerson tried to assort the absolute unity 
of the material and spiritual laws of the Universe, 
have always seemed to mo, though decidedly 
interesting, yet unquestionable failures. You can 
drive « coach and six through almost any of the 
generalisations which pass for philosophy in these 
vague and imaginative, but unreal speculations. 

Inferior in genius, as a man Emerson will com- 
pare favourably with Carlyle. He certainly possessed 
his soul in patience, which Carlyle never did. He 
had a magnanimity in which Carlyle was altogether 
wanting. He sympathised ardently with all the 
greatest practical movements of his own day, while 
Carlyle held contemptuously aloof. Emerson was 
'one of .the first to strike a heavy blow at the 
institution of slavery. He came forward to en- 
courage his country in the good cause when slavery 
raised the flag of rebellion. He had a genuine 
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desire to see rtCl men really free, while Carlyle onlj 
felt the desire to see all men strongly goveiTied, — 
which they might be without being free at all. 
Emerson^s spirit, moreover, was much the saner and 
more reverent of the Uvo, though less rich in power 
and humour. His mind was heartily religious, 
though his transcendentalism always gave a certain 
air of patronage to his manner in speaking of any 
of the greater religions. One of his youthful sermons 
was thus describetl by a lady who heard it: — “Waldo 
Emerson came last Sunday, and preached a sermon, 
with his chin in the air, in scorn of the whole human 
raco.’^ That is caricature, but whenever Emerson 
spoke on any religion which claims a special revela- 
tion, oven in later life, his chin seemed to bo “in the 
air” still. Ho had the democratic transcend oritalist^s 
jealousy of any one who claimed to bo nearer God 
than the race at large. He was contemptuous of 
the pretensions of special access to God, and this, to 
my ear at least, always spoils his tone when he 
speaks of Christ and Christianity. But towards 
man he is always reverent, — -which Carlyle„seldom 
is, — and he is always reverent, too, in relation to the 
Divine Mind itself. “ I conceive a man as always 
spoken to from behind,” he once wrote, “ and unable 
to turn his head and see the speaker. In all the 
millions who have heard the voice, none ever saw 
the face. As children in their play run behind each 
other, and seize one by the ears, and make him walk 
before them, so is the Spirit of our unseen pilot.” 
Those are the words of a truly reverent mind, 
though of a mind as jealously devoted to §. sort of 
false spiritual democracj^ as it is reverent in its 
attitude and poetic in its inmost thought, ^ 



LONGFELLOW 

“Titk fact is, I hate everything that is violent,’' 
said the poet whom the world has just lost to some 
friend who had been with him during a thunder- 
storm, and to whom he was excusing himself for the 
care with whicli he haul endeaivoured to exclude 
from his house the tokens of the storm ; and one 
sees this in his poetry, which is at its highest point 
when it is most restful, jiud is never so happy in its 
soft riidiance as when it embodies the spirit of a 
phiyfnl 01 ’ childlike humility. I should not claim 
for Longfellow the position of a very great or 
original* poet ; it was his moi it rather to embody 
in a simple and graceful form the gentleness 
and loveliness which are partially visible to most 
men's eyes, than to open to our sight that which is 
hidden from the world in general. To my mind, 
“ Hiawatha is far the most original of his poems, 
because the happy nature-myths which best ex- 
pressed the religious genius of the American Indians 
appealed to what was deepest in himself, and found 
aji exquisitely simple and harmonious utterance in 
the liquid accents of his childlike and yet not un- 
stately verse. Ilis material in “Hiawatha” was so 
^re^i and poetical in itself, as well as so admirably 
241 E 
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suited to his genius, that in his mind it assume^J 
its most natural form, and flowed into a series of 
chants of childlike dignity and inimitable grace. 
The story of Nature has never been told with so 
much liquid gaiety and melancholy, — so much of 
the frolic of the childlike races, and so much of their 
sudden awe and dejection, — as in “ Hiawatha/’ which 
I, at least, have never taken up without new delight 
in the singular simplicity and grace, the artless art 
and ingenuous vivacity, of that rendering of the 
traditions of a vanishing race. How simple and 
childlike Longfellow makes even the exaggerations 
so often found in these traditions, so that you 
enjoy, where you might so easily have sneered ! 
How spontaneously he avoids anything like disserta- 
tion on the significance of the natural facts portrayed, 
leaving us the full story and poetry of impersonation, 
without any attempt to moralise or dilate upon its 
drift ! How exquisitely the account of the first 
sowing and reaping of the Indian corn, of Hiawatha’s 
revelation of agriculture to his people, is told in 
his three days’ wrestling with Mondamin, in his 
conquest over him, and the sowing of the bare grain, 
that the green and yellow plumes of Mondamin may 
wave again over his grave! And how eerie is the 
tale of the first warning of spiritual truths, the 
return of spectres from beyond the grave to warn 
Hiawatha that for him, too, there are secrets which 
it will need a higher revelation than his to reveal : — 

One dark evening, after sun-down. 

In her wigwam Tjaughing Water « 

Mat with old Nokoinis, waiting 
For the steps of Hiawatha ^ 

Homeward from the hunt returning. c \ 
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On their fac^s gleamed the fltelight, 
Painting them with Ktreaks of crimson, 

In the eyes of oJd Nokomis 
Glimmered lilce the watery moonlight, 

In the (‘yes of Laugliing Water 
Glistened like the sun in water ; 

And behind th(im crouched their shadows 
In the coriKirs of the wigwam, 

And th(i smoke in wreaths aliovc them 
Olinibed and crowded throngh the smoke-flue. 

Then the curtain of the dooTway 
From without was slowly lifu*!! ; 

Jh-ightcj* ghnved the tire a moment, 

And a monnuit swerved the snioke-wr(‘atli, 

As two women entered softly, 
rass(id the doorway uninvited, 

Witliout word of salutation, 

Without, sign of recognition, 

Sat down in tlui farthest (Joriier, 

Grouching low among the shadows 

From their aspect and their garments 
Strangei's seemed tliey in tlje village ; 

Very ])ale and bjiggai’d were they, 

Jfs, thi*y sat tliere sfid and silent, 

Trombliiig, cowering with the sliadows. 

AVas it the wind al>ove the sruoke-fluo, 
Muttei’ing down into the wigwam ? 

Was it the owl, the Koko-koho, 

Hooting from tin* dismal fon'st ? 

Sure a voi(^c said in the silence : 

“ Thesti ai e corpses cLad in giiniK'iits, 

Tliese. are gho.sts that come to haunt you, 
From the kingdom of Pomnnah, 

From the land of the Hereafter ! ” 

Homeward now came Tiiav\atha 
From his luinting in the forest, 

With the .snow upon his tiesses, 
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And theCTed deer on Lis shoulders. 

At the feet of Laughing Water 
Down he threw his lifeless burden ; 

Noblei', handsouier she thought him, 

Than when first he came to woo her ; 

First threw down tlie deer before her, 

As a token of his wishes, 

As a promise of the future. 

Then he turned and saw the strangers, 
Cowering, crouching with the shadows ; 
Said within himself, “ Who are they ? 

What strange guests has Minnehaha ? ’’ 

But he questioned not the strangers, 

Only spake to bid them welcome 
To his lodge, his food, his fireside. 

When the evening meal was ready, 
And the deer had been divided, 

Both the pallid guests, the strangers, 
Springing from among the shadows, 

Seized upon the choicest portions, 

Seized the white fat of the roebuck, 

Set apart for Laughing Water, 

For the wife of llia>vath» ; 

Without asking, without thanking, ' 
Eagerly devoured the moi-sels, 

Flitted back among the shadows 
In the corner of the wigwam. 

Not a word spake Hiawatha, 

Not a motion made Nokomis, 

Not a gesture Laughing Water ; 

Not a change came o^T their features ; 

Only Minnehaha softly 

Whispered, saying, “ lliey are famished ; 

Let them do what best delights them ; 

Let them eat, for they are famished.” 

Once at midnight Hiawatha, 
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Ever wakeful, ever watcliful, « 

In the wigwam dimly lighted 
By the brands that still were burning, 

By the glijninering, llickeiing firelight, 

Heal’d a sighing oft repeatc/l, 

Heanl a sobbing aa of sorrow. 

From his couch rose Hiawatha, 

P>oiu his shaggy hides of bison. 

Pushed aside the deer-skin cniiain, 

Saw the pallid guests, the shades ws, 

Sitting ii})right on their couclu‘s, 

Weeping in the silent midnight. 

And he said : “ 0 guests ’ wliy is it 
That your hearts are so alllieted, 

That you sob so in the midnight? 

Has juTchance the old Nokomis, 

Has my wife, my Minnehaha, 

Wronged or grieved you ))y iinkindness, 

Failed in hospitable duties?” 

“Then the shadows ec’ased Irom weeping, 
Ceased from sobbing and lamenting. 

And they said, with gentle voices : 

“ We are gho.jjLs of the departed, 

I Souls of those who once were wdth you. 

From the realms of Chibiabos 
Hither liave >ve come to try you, 

Hither have we come to warn you. 

“ Cries of grief and lamentation 
Beach iia in the Blessed Islands ; 

Cries of anguish from the living, 

Calling back their friends departed, 

Sadden us with iibelcss sorrow. 

Therefore have w’e come to try you ; 

No one knows us, no one heeds us, 

We are but a burden to you, 

And we see that the departed 
Have no place among the living. 
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*> “ Think of this, O Hiawatha I 
Speak of it to all the people, 

That henceforwaid and lor ever 
They no more with lamentations 
Sadden the souls of the departed 
In the Islands of the Blessed.” 


There you see Longfellow at his best, rendering 
with a singular mixture of simplicity and dignity 
legends of which the very essence is a mixture of 
simplicity and dignity, yet a mixture so rare, that 
the least false note would have destroyed the whole 
poetry of the tradition. 

But Longfellow, singularly happy as ho was in 
catching the spirit of the American-Iudian nature- 
myths, could yet render with hardly less success — 
though here he shared his success with scores of 
other poets not less skilful — the grace and culture 
of a thoughtful criticism of the past. Many have 
equalled, I think, though few have surpassed, the 
beauty of such a sonnet as this on Giotto^s famous 
tower, for the thought it expresses was one so deeply 
ingrained in Longfellow’s own mind, that he seemed 
to be breathing out the very heart of his own 
Christian humility in thus singing the glory of the 
incomplete : — 

How many lives, made beautiful and sweet 
By self-devotion and by self-restraint. 

Whose pleasure is to run without complaint 
On unknown errands of the Paraclete, 

Wanting the reverence of imshodden feet, 

Fail of the nimbus which the artists paiufc 
Around the shining forehead of the, saint, 

And are in their compleieness incomplete 1 « 
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In the old Tufican town stande; GiJtto’s tower, 

The lily of Florence blo«sunnng in stone, — 

A vision, a delight, and a desire, 

The builder’s ])erfect and centennial flower, 

That in the night of ages bloomed alone, 

But wanting still the glory of the spire. 

Longfellow certainly, though often ineffective and 
commonplace in his treatment of a subject, had a 
true genius for touching the subject of humility in 
any form, and is never more successful than when 
relating the legend how Kobert, King of Sicily, was 
taught the truth of those words in the “Magnificat” 
— “ He hath put down the mighty from their seat, 
and hath exalted the humble and mock ” ; or when 
finding in the midnight chimes of the belfry of 
Bruges, — he heard fitfully in sleep, — the best type 
of the sort of half-accidental power which the poet 
exerts over the careless and preoccupied spirit of 
man : — 


Blit amid my broken slumbers 
^ Still I hoard tfiase magic iiumhers, 

As they loud proclaimed the flight 
^nd stolen marches of the night; 

Till their el dines in sweet collision 
Mingled with each wandering vision, 
Mingled with the fortune- telling 
Gipsy-bands of dreams and fancies, 
Which amid the waste exj)anses 
Of the silent laud of trances 
Have their solitary dwelling. 

All else seemed asleep in Bruges, 

In the quaint old Flemish city. 

And 1 thought, how like these chimes 
Are the poet’s airy rliymes, 



248 


LONGFELLOW 


All Lifc# rhymes and roundelays, 

His conceit and songs, and ditties, 

From the kdlry of Ins brain, 

Scattered downward, though in vain, 

On tlic roofs and atones of cities 1 
For by night the drowsy ear 
Undei' its curtaina Ccinnnt hear, 

And by day men go their ways, 

Hearing the music as they pass, 

Ihit deeming it no more, alas ! 

Than the hollow sound of brass. 

Yet perchance a sleeidess wight. 

Lodging at some hunibh* inn 
In t he narrow' lanes of life, 

When the diish and hush of night 
.Shut out the incessant tlin 
Of daylight and its toil and strif(‘. 

May listen willi a calm delight 
To the poet’s melodica. 

Till he heai-a, or dreams he, hears. 

Intermingled with the song, 

Thoughts that he ha.s cljei’ishod long ; 

Jle<'ii*H amid tlie chime and singing 
The Ijells of his own village ringijig, 

And w^ahes and finds his slumbrous cyo,s 
Wet with most delicious tears. 

It will be gathered that I do not pai'licularly admire 
the pieces which one oftenest hears quoted from 
Longfellow — ^‘ILxcelsior,” “A Psalm of Life,*’ 
“The Light of Stars,’* and so forth, all of which 
seem to me to express commonplace feelings with a 
certain picturesque and conventional eloquence, but 
without anything of individual or unique power. 
Longfellow is too apt to take up tlic convention^} 
subjects of poetry and deck them out with a pretty' 
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]%itch of colour thiit does not redeani them from 
(jommonplacencss, but does make their common- 
j)laceness agreeable to the popular mind; and when 
he does this, though I })e?fectly understand why he 
is so popular, I also perfectly understand why so 
many of the poets think of him as falling short of 
the true poetic standard. But though I cannot feel 
any enthusiasm for the remark that, 

Our hearts though stout and hravc, 

Si ill liki* muflk'd druius are beat ing 

KiiiR'ial marches to the grave, 

I do hold that Longfellow was not only a poet, but 
a poet whom the critics will appreciate better the 
more they tui’n their attention away from the 
pieces which, by a sort of trick of sontiniental 
metaphoi', liave caught hold of the oar of the j)ublic, 
to those which arc less showy aiul more restful. 

It has been said, and truly said, that there was 
very lit tle of t.hc local genius of t,he New World in 
LongfclJow’s poetry ;*that he was as Conservative 
at heart as a meniber of the oldest European 
aristocracy, that even the form of his poetic thought 
was not bold, or striking, or unicpio. And this is 
undoubtedly true ; but after the first period of ad 
captamlnm writing, which almost every young man 
of talent passes tlirough, he gained that singular 
grace of perfect simplicity — simplicity both instinc- 
tive and cultivated --- which rejects everything 
adventitious with a sure and steady antipathy ; and 
this it was which enabled him, when he had secured 
a fine subject, to produce such a j)ocm as “ Hiawatha,” 
T)r, again, so graceful and tragic a picture as that 
* enA»odied in the following verses : — 
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KILLED AT THE FORD. 

He is dcfi<l, the beautiful youth, 

The heart of honour, the tongue of truth, 

H(5, the life and light of us all. 

Whose voice was blithe as a bugle-call, 

Whom all eyes followed with one consent, 

The cheer of whose laugh, and whose pleasant word. 
Hushed all murmiii'S of discontent. 

Only last night, as we rode along 
Down the dark of the mountain gap, 

To visit the picket-guard at the ford. 

Little dreaming of any mishap, 

He was humining the words of some old song : 

‘‘ Two red resets he had on his cap. 

And another he bore at the point of his swt)r(3.” 

Sudden and swift a whistling ball 

Came out of a wo(jd, and the voice was still ; 

Something I heard in the vlarkiiess fall, 

And for a moment ruy blood grew chill ; 

I spak(t in a whisper, as he- who speaks 
In a room where some one is lying dead ; ‘ 

But he made no answer to what I said. 

We lifted him up to his sfiddle again, 

And tlii’ough the mire and the mist and the rain 
Carried him back to the silent camp, 

And laid him as if asleep on his bed ; 

And I saw by the light of the surgeon^s lamp 
Tw^o white roses upon his cheeks, 

And one, just over his lu^art, blood-red I 

And I saw in a vision how far and fleet 
That fatal bullet went speeding forth 
Till it reached a town in the distant North, 

Till it reached a house in a sunny street, l i 
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Till it reached a heart that ceased t(i beat 
Without a murmur, without a cry ; 

And a bell was tolled in that far-olf town, 

For one who had passed from cross to crown, 

And the neighbours wondered that she should die. 

It would be hard, I think, to convey better the 
strange contrast betw'^een the gay and picturesque 
courage of youth, and the sudden sentence which 
absolutely ended the story of life and love, than it 
is conveyed in these few stanzas ; their simplicity 
has no nakedness in it; it is the simplicity 3vhich 
avoids detail, because detail only obscures the otiect, 
not the simplicity which says a thing crudely or 
poorly. Longfellow, like all poets who had not 
any great originality of initiative, was singularly 
dependent on his subjects for his success ; but 
when his subject suits him, he presents it with 
the simplicity of a really groat classic, with all its 
points in relief, and with nothing of the self-conscious 
or artificial tone of one who wants to draw attention 
to the admirable insight with which he has grasped 
the sitifation. He cjin be very conventional when 
the subject is conventional. When it is not, but is 
intrinsically poetical, no one gives us its poetry more 
free from the impertinences of subjective ecstasy 
than he. Ho was not a great poet, but he was a 
singularly restful, singularly simple-minded, and — 
whenever his subject suited him, as in one very 
considerable and remarkable instance it certainly 
did — a singularly classical poet, who knew how to 
|:jrune away every excrescence of irrelevant emotion. 



KOBERT BROWNING 

Tiikre is hardly any English poet who has had a 
greater power of delivering an electric shock than 
Mr. Browning. Gis is the verse which Hashes, — as 
a galvanic battery, — flashes that make the nerves 
tingle and the eyes involuntarily close. Whatever 
else he fails in, he never fails to be an awakening 
poet when he is understood at all. Of course, in 
his impatience to wake us up, he sometimes fails 
to make us understand his highly compressed and 
oftei^ merely hinted drift ; and then, in spite of the 
vigorous jolts which he administers to the imagina- 
tion, we may doze off, as a man wearied a very 
rough cart will doze off, through sheer intellectual 
fatigue. But this never happens in Mr. Browning's 
greatest works. His own mind was never obscure. 
It was his shorthand style that obscured it, not any 
obscureness in his own perceptions or his own con- 
ceptions. He was as vigorous and keen-sighted as 
a weather-beaten sailor, and as rough in his tender- 
ness, when he was tender, as in his boldness, when 
he was bold. Mr. Buchanan, in his earlier days, 
hit him off most skilfully when he said : — * 

With oyc like a skipper’.s cocked up at the weather, % 

Sat the vice-chairman Browning, thinking in Oreik. • 
252 
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^othing is more remarkable than his ]ove for Italy, 
its mellow atmosphere, and its soft, rich landscape, 
when we think of the weather-beaten brusquerie of 
his thought and speech. He was shrewd with the 
shrewdness of a man of business, ])lain with the jdain- 
ness of an old sailor, and yel-, above all, he was idealist, 
deeply convinced that the realities of the sjhritual 
world are the most real of all realities, — ami also 
the most significant of human destiny. He loved 
spii’itual power better than spiritual grace, the 
sublime better than the beautiful, the picturesque 
and the grotescpic belter ilian the harmonious. 
But in his idealism he was never shadowy or un- 
real. He could not bear to ev^ade a dilficulty, to 
ignore a dread, or to sliut his eyes to a peril. His 
great imaginative impulse was to grasp the nettle 
tliat threatened to sting him, and he often grasped 
it so forcibly as to destroy not merely its stinging 
power, but its very tissue, and wake up to wonder 
wdiother he had ever been in danger of a sting at all. 

His ^genius has been miscalled dramatic. That 
is, 1 think, a mistaken llis insight into character 
was very keen, but he never lost himself in the 
characters he depicted. He translated them all into 
Browningese fornivS. Bisho]) Blongram is Browning 
posing as a worldly Bishop. The Bishop wlio 
orders his tomb at St. Praxed^s Churcli is Browning 
posing as a sensual, superstitious Italian Bishop. 
Ogniben, the Pai)al Legato in “ A Soufs Tragedy,^’ 
is Browning i)Osing as ecclesiastical diplomatist. 
You never lose the Browningite mariner of deliver- 
;^nce. You never forget that the artist is telling 
yon what he sees in the picture he is painting, and 
that ho himself is the interpreter, though a very 
ac^te interpreter, of what he sees. l{lven the 
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malignant mQnk who soliloquises in the Spani^ 
cloister, soliloquises with the abrupt manner, and 
with the darting, forked-lightning tongue of a 
Spanish Browning. You see his piercing, critical 
eye in every delineation, however objective it may 
seem to be, of woman's passion or man's meditation. 
The Arab physician, Karshish, gives his diagnosis of 
the case of Lazarus in the keen, abrupt, zigzag of 
Browning's thought, Ev^en the free-living artist, 
Fra Lippo Lippi, talks in Browning's sudden, im- 
patient, up-and-down stylo : — 

A fine way to paint Soul by painting body 
So ill, tlie eye can’t atop there, nmat go furthci 
And can’t faro worse ! Thus yellow does for white 
When wliat you pick for yellow’s siiiiply black, 

And any sort of lueauiug looks intense 
When all bfiside itself nwians and loc)k« naught. 

Why can’t a painter lift each foot ni turn, 

Left foot and right foot, go a double stej), 

Make liis tle-sh liker and his soul more like 
Both in their order ? Take the pnatiest face, 

The Prior’s niece . . . Patron. saint — is it so pretty 
You can’t discover if it means hope, fear, 

Sorrow, or joy ! AVoii’t beauty go with these 'i 
Supjjosc Fve inade her eyes all right and blue, 

Can’t I take breath and try to add life’s flash, 

And then add soul and heighten them threefold ? 

Or say there’s l>eauty with no soul at all 
(T never saw it — put the case the same), 

If you get sinqde beauty and nought else, 

You get about the best thing Cod invents, — 

That’s somewhat 

Surely a more remarkable rcjiroduction of Brown- 
ing’s dialectic method by a mediajval Italian painter 
can hardly be imagined. <5 
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^ ^et Browning may be said almost po have found 
hraiself in the delight ho had in reading other 
persons^ souls. In this way his greatest work was 
certainly the “ Ring and the Book,” in which he gave 
full swing to his delight in all sorts of people, from 
a gentle Italian girl to a cruel and spiteful protligate, 
from keen and crabbed Roman lawyeis to a Po})o 
brimming over with the most magnanimous charity 
and the most latitudiriarian theology. They all 
talk, as Browning talked, about their own hearts 
and their own lives. But Browning really found 
himself in thus interpreting the great variety of 
characters ho had delighted to study, for he had 
the most eager pleasure in this intellectual species 
of sympathy, this recon.struction for bis own 
enjoyment of the tragedies and comedies of other 
men’s and women’s lives. The late Professor 
Clifford used to maintain that everything, however 
material, from a stone or a footstool to the human 
])ody, had a certain amount of “mind-stuff” at its 
core, — the stone and footstool very little, the 
human *body a greaUdeal. How he proved this 
to his own satisfaction Professor Clifford never 
explained. But his phrase was a happy one to 
describe the art of Mr. Browning. What he loved 
to portray was the “ mind-stuff’ ” behind all sorts of 
characters, from the most malignant and viperish to 
the noblest and most forgetful — most self-forgetful ; 
but often, I suspect, he put a great deal more “ mind- 
stuff’” into his interpretations than could have been 
found in the originahs. For example, his “Gram- 
marian’s Funeral,” one of the most characteristic of 
his poems, cei taiiily attributes a great deal more 
V mind-stuff” to the slaving Giamniarian than men of 
• his^typo can usually boast : — 
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Was it not great ? did not lie throw on God, 

(Ho loves the burllioii) — f 

God’s task to make the heavenly period 
Perfect the earthen ? 

Did not h(i magnify the mind, show clear 
Just wliat it all nieanl ? 

He would not discount life, as fools Jo here, 

Paid by instalment. 

Flo venturcj neck or nothing — Heaven’s success 
Pound, (jr earth's failure : 

Wilt thou trust Death or not ?” he answered, “Yes : 
Hence with Life’s pale liirti !” 

That low man sees a little thing to do, 

Setis it and does it : 

This high man, with a gre<'it thing to pursue, 

Dies ere he knows it. 

That low man goes ou fulding one to one, 

His hundred’s soon hit : 

This high man, aiming at a million, 

Misses an unit. 

That, has the world here — riliould lie need the next, 
Let the woidd mind him 1 
This, throws himself on (hnl, and uuperplevt 
Seeking shall find liiuT. , 

So, with the throttling hands of death at strife, 
Ground he. at grammar , 

Still, thio’ the rattle, parts of s])eecli we-re rife : 

While he could slammer 
Ife settled Hoh^s husiness — let it be ! — 

' Properly l)ase/l Una — 

Gave us the doctrine of th(j enclitic De, 

Dead from tlic waist down. 

All that is rather Mr. Browning’s “ iniiid-stulf than 
that of the poor old Grammarian, but it was “ mind- 
stuff” which came to light in him from studying 
some poor old Grammarian. He was really a part 
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all whom he had met, but he himsejf contributed 
generally at least as much to the subjects he studied 
as they contributed to him. 

One of the most curious features of Mr. Browning's 
poetry is his love foi* music, and his unusually 
unmusical and even jolting verse. Yet he could 
wi‘i(c verse of cxipiisitely musical rhythm, — witness 
“ A 'Tocatia of (ialuppi’s,” which, r<‘ad b}" a musical 
voice in sympathy with the writer, is like a burst 
of ex(|ui.site music-,- -but for the most part he really 
preferred the jolting of such lines as I have just 
quoted. That the j)oet. w’ho wrote such stanzas as 
the following should so seldom have filled his song 
with musical cadences is passing strange. Perhaps 
he loved music all the more that he was usually 
too brusque and too impatient to subdue it to his 
own soul : — 

As for Venice and lier people, merely born to bloom and 
drop • 

Here on tsarlh, they bore tlicn’r mirth and folly 

wcj’# tin* CIO]) ; 

Wli.'it (ir#oiil was h'.ft, I waiiider, whi‘H the kissing h.id lo 

."toj) ^ 

‘■‘Dust and aslics!” So you creak it, and- I want the 
Iieart lo scold. 

Dear dead women, with such hair loo,- what’s liecomtj of 
all tin* goM 

Used 1u liaiig and brush their bosoms? I feel chilly and 
growui old. 

The poet who poured forth the lines w hich end with 
tljese sad stanzas had a genuine melody in his soul, 
though ho (li'cuv forth melody from others by the 
use of a truly Socratic irony, and often a very 
^efab^)rate ai)i)aratus of dissonance. 

S 
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In some ros[)ccts the two greatest imaginative poets 
of our day are striking contrasts. Browning is 
careless and impatient in execution ; I'ennyson 
careful and elaborate. Browidag is rough and un- 
gainly ; Tennyson smooth and stately. Browning 
trots . or gallops ; ^Fonnyson walks oi‘ canters. 
Browning almost gasps out his moaning, omitting 
half t-he articles and particles which weave si)eech 
into a flexible texture ; TeTinyspn touches and 
retouches the form till it is no less perfect, or 
even more perfect, than the thought or .emotion 
to be expresvsed, so that t-ho artistic', workmanship 
sometimes attracts even more attention than the 
imaginative substance on which it is expended. 
Again, Tennyson studios poems ; Browning, it 
might almost bo said, studies the neglect of these 
qualities, or, if that be exaggeration, at least 
ignores them altogether, and hews away right 
and left, like a })ioneer in a jungle, instead of 
shaping anxiously and lovingly as a sculptor shapes 
his marble. Tennyson treats words and all their 
associations with the utmost sympathy and rever- 
ence; Browning tumbles them about and rolls them 
over almost as a tempest docs the rocks of £ai 
Alpine valley, sometimes producing very w^ird 
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L^ccts with them, hut en'ects which* have a great 
(leal of the a])poaniuce of rough play ahouL them, 
like the (iasts in some giant^s game at howls. 
Tennyson not infrecpienlly wears the gi'.acefnl neg’ 
ligenco of manner appro[U‘iate to one who is on 
easy terms with tlui Muses; TJrowning is aj)t to 
phi.y them tricks, and indulge in familiaiitios with 
th(un which suggest that he do(3s .‘lot revere them 
as Muses at all. 

y^et, in spite of all tln^se marked contrasts, there 
are ])oints of resemhlancc which are duo partly to 
the common intei ests of the social world in which 
both these p(jets have lived, partly to tlie intel- 
lectual tendencies (jf the tiiim. l^oth are at heart 
idealists, with a strong desire not to ignore the 
realities with which idealists must d(3al. Both arc 
j)Osscssed by Chj-i.stiau convictions. Both are eager 
students of the philosophy of Faith. }3oth have 
miuh'. elaborate studies of ecclesiastical eeccii tricities 
— Teuriyson of vSt. Simoon Stylitos, Bi*owniiig of 
the Bishop who orders his tomb at St. rra.>:ed\s 
Church.* Both have given the most anxious aiteii- 
tion to })rovincial and vernacadar peculiarities, — 
T(iiiny.sori in his two “ Northern Farmers,'’ his 
Crandmother," and just now in his ‘‘ Owd Koii'' — 
Browning in his Yorkshire I [albert and Hob, and 
his study of Thinyan's (mavse converts, Ned Bratts 
and his wife. And both, with a very strong desire 
to master the religious attitude of a world far 
removed from our own, — Tennyson the mysticism 
of the ag(i of chivalry, Browning the ])eculiarities 
-d me<liieval or modern supers! it ion, - have been 
intensely modern ; modern in theii- faith and in 
their sympathies, in their confidence that they are 
*'‘h(livs of all the ages,” and that they stand on a 
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summit of krtowlcOgo jukI e^])eri(*Tico higher th,‘^vi 
that of even tlic greatest of their [)re(lecessors. 

But though we may recognise tlie similarity of 
some of t he ideal aims pursued hy 'rennysou and 
Browning, and of sucli even of their methods as the 
realism of their times has suggested to them, 
nothing can minimise the contrast Ijetweeri the 
method of a poet to whom charm of manner is 
geneially essential — one might almost say as to 
much of his early poetry, almost too essential, so 
essential as to become a mannerism — and the 
method of tlie j)()et who despises charm of nuinnei 
altogether, and a])])cars to be abru])t, purposely and 
by pi efercnce ; between the manner of a poet who 
sings-- 

I n.d<.L'd tlice, ‘‘Clive mo iniinortality,” 

Then didst thou grant luino askijig with a smile. 
Like wealthy men who Cfire not huw they give. 

Ihit thy strong Hours indignant workd theii- wills, 
x\nd h(‘at ino down and imirrM and wasUd ino ; 

And tho’ they couhi not eijd me, hdt me ii;aimd 
To dwisll in pr(vene,e of immortal ;voulh, 

Inmiorl.d age ht-sidos iiiunorlal }^ouLh, 

And all t was in ashes, 

and the manner of a poet who sings in his Hne 
study of the old (Grammarian, that — 

He settle<l business — let it be 1 

Pi*<j[)erly based Ont \ — 

Gave us the doctrine of tin* enclitic 
Dead from the waist down. 

n 

Here are contemporary poets of the self-same 
country, both idealists in aim, both feeling the 
imperious necessity of not being too much of idccJ^Jsts* 
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to recognise fully the vulgai ilies, thg dust, and, so 
tli say, the lumber of life, one of whom 3-'et sti'ives 
to give dignity where he can to all his visions, ;uk 1 
eitlier grace or ease where dignity is impossible ; 
wdiile llie other almost strives to avoid giving any 
trace of an art.istic manner or linish to anything 
ihat iic has to say, nay, Avho makes it more familial 
than is (piite natural, by using sin-h plnases as 
“Sett led Jlufi's business,” or blurting out in his eager, 
shorthand style, “Put case,” without the dclinile 
article, which would naturall3', even in familiar 
dialogue, ]ircccdc the w’ord “ case ” and scdteii the 
hurry of his speech. The Poet-Laure.u e, in his 
boyish days at least, was so grent a lover of graceful 
manner, tliai his attitude of sjieoeh often suggested 
posture making. The vivid and graphic thinker 
whom we liavo just lost w'as so great a lover of the 
familiar, that he invented angularities of stvh' 
which no ordinary man could have discovered, and 
evidently preferred “settling Jiofl's business” to 
explaining the principles which govern its use in 
the (jlreek syntax. • And no doubt the former 
phrase is a gieat deal more aw^akeniiig tliaii the 
latter. Its veiy familiarity gives a shock to con- 
ventional habits of thought, and that is really at 
the bottom of Hrowning's love of familiarity and 
abruptness of sL^de. Jle wants to turn versilieation 
into a s])ur rather than a i)l(‘asure. Jle oflener 
uses rhyme and rhytlim to prick the drowsy mind, 
than ilirectly to exalt the commonplace mind. And 
no doubt tlio view tliat all verse should have a 
sw^cctness of its own had been overdone in modern 
t imes before Browuiing arose to contradict it. The 
idrgilian use of verse is not the only use. The great 
, (ivjek dramatists can hardly be said to have made 
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‘‘charm'' thci, chief feature of their versificatio^^. 
Many of their choruses are very nigged, aniJ much 
of their dialogue is f)laiTi even to homeliness. Dante 
often abounds in crabbed Kj)ecch, even I su])})ose 
(for I s])eak on tlie authority of others) where 
tliere is no doubt about the text. And even Goetlu;, 
lucid and harmonious as he loved to 1 ) 0 ,' did Tiot 
shrink from being jerky and obscuie where his 
sul)ject r(*.(]uired it, as he evidently thought it did 
in his Walpurgisnacht on the Biiujke-n. It is a 
mistake (o .snp[)()se that verse has no function except 
that of lending harmony, beauty, and giiuideur to 
the thought. Sometimes, as in the case of 
1\^nn3^son’s “ Northern Farmer," rliylhm only 
answers the purjiose of a frame to isolate and 
give the im])ression of care, condensation, and 
study to a sketch of a very rough and coarse 
figure. Sometimes, as in the case of “lludibras," 
as well as witli a great rnanv of Browning’s poems, 
the jerk and tlic jingle are as essential to the 
grotesque ctlect intended, as want of ])](,'portio,. 
may be to an effective carid.itnre. indeejd, with 
poets who, like d'ennyson, are great maslers of both 
metre and rhyme, the rhythm of the finer blank 
metre is more satisfying, exactly bi'causo tbero i.s 
less exuberance of sweetness in it tbaii in the most 
beautiful of the rliymed verses. d’he former has 
something of the dignity and simj)licity of sculi)tui*e 
about it ; the lattei- has too soft, and luxurious an 
air for tlie most exalted themes. And for the same 
reason in the Greek })ootiy, in which there was no 
such thing as rhyme, and, except in the llomerfc 
hoxametei’, very little oven of the silver rhythm of 
Virgil, we lind a great.er v/ealth of majesty than 
even poets of the highest order could have prodn^'cd 
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iHuler the coiulitions of nuxlern rhyjiie. It may 
wt^ll l)e ([uestioiiocl whether rhyme has not added 
too much sweetness to modern poetry, and made it, 
so to say, too “snm^iry/' Are not Tennyson’s greatest, 
achievements ellected without it-, or in that moditied 
rhyme of “ In Mcinoriam,’’ where the distance 
lictween the two enclosing rliymes in the first and 
fourth linos lvee.])s the eai- Avaiting long enough to 
])i‘Ovent the full sweetness of riiyme from cloying 
the sense? Browning, however, uses rhyme with a 
very ditlerent o])je(*t from poets in general, not to 
add to the heanty or harmony of the effect, hut to 
multiply surpi’ises aful shocks, to take yoi;r lireath 
aAvay, soriietirnes to flog you into alertnevss, some- 
times to laugh you into confusion, sometimes, again, 
to make you laugh heartily at his humour. To ns(i 
his own happy and latest phrase, he “hitches the 
thing into ver.se,” rather than expressses in verse, 
l)(‘«;ausc he loves the rhythmical movement and the 
cry whic.h it is capable of yielding, lie often uses 
vei'se as a conjuror uses sleight-of-hand, to astonish 
you witli his ingenuity, with his resource, with his 
agility, with his presence of mind, — or a.s a tight- 
rope dancer uses the nimbleness and flexibility of 
his limbs. In a word, Browning floes not aim at 
setting life to music, though music was so dear to 
him. To him music Avas one thing and imclry 
another ; the greatest ]>art of life, and that which 
he cared most to study, was (puiint and odd lather 
than beautiful and sublime j and os[)erially (juaint 
and odd when you compared it Avith the spiritual 
ond.s for Avhich BroAvning believed that man had 
been ci'CMled. It Avas his great aim to shoAV how 
f(^uaint and odd life really is, hoAV ditferent from the 
, bti^dards of the eternal world, arid yet hoAv much 
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intlucnccd by.jl.hose stand.-irds. He loved to make 
men see the strange irregulai ity, the astonndihg 
unevenness, the almost iiicredi))lc failures, which we 
are compelled to recognise iti a Avorld in which the 
hunger and thirst for nolder things are yet always 
breaking through ; and he thought ]ie could do this 
better by using verse freely D) familiarise to us the 
incongruiticws of the world as it is, than by using it 
to make the world — either as it is or as it should 
be — fascinating. To Hrowniiig life is a medley of 
grotescjucs, with a glowing horizon beyond it. 
And he used his poetic ingenuity quite as much to 
help us enter into the grotesqueness, as to help us 
see the sunlit distance. 



TWK POKTIO PLACE OE MAi'TllEW 
AjJNOLl) 

AIr. Arnold’s most fjiscinnlinjLi liltlo volnnie of 
isclections from his own poems, witli nn o\qiiisiloly 
ombollislu'd title j);ige, nnirks a certain maturity of 
stage in a ))oel/s life and developimml, and reminds 
one that Mi’. Arnold has really been so long faniilijir 
to ns, that it is no longer diflicnlt to foiiii soim* 
estimate of what, lie has done, or even of whnt. 
relative* ])ljice he occupies, in one’s mind, among the 
other English poet.s. 

What si.rikes one 1^r^l. about Mr. Arnold is that 
he, more pei hajis lh;i*i any poet wlio has over used 
the Eirglish language, is a ]>oet of precision, liis 
language is chosen with the [luiily of taste and 
purity of feiding to which Dr. Newman alone of 
other English wriler.s lias fully accustoiiKMl us. 
Nothing could be moie ditlerent in many ways than 
the best poetry in the Lyra .lyoi^fvlica and the 
best poetry in Matthew x\ mold’s volnmcs. Their 
tendency is, for the most part, opposite. Their 
subjects are usually very (lilFeionl. r>ut in the 
•tir.cly -chiselled outline of the thought, in the 
delicate disciimiuation between the various associa- 
•tions carried liy words, in the curious Imndity, often 
jiging into lustre, of the exjiression, I know nothing 
265 
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like Miitthew Arnold outside tlie prose and j}octrv 
of Dr. Newman. Take Dr. Newman's marvellous 
description of David : - 

Twufuld Uioii slialt attain. 

Jti roy/ll I'oiirt and l»aU]c‘-plain ; 

Then coiiieh li(‘art a<‘.he, care, dist](!Ss, 

Jdighled lio])c* and lumdineas ; 

AVonndt' fi-uin IVnaid and gifts iVoni foe, 

Dizzic'd f.iilli and guilt and wo(‘ ; 

Lofticht .'lims hy earth delih'd, 

(deains of wisdom sin-beguiled, 

Sat('-fl Power’s tyrannic mood, 

(’otinsels sliaivd with men of blood, 

Sad success, parental leais, 
j\iid a dreary gift of ytjars. 

There is no other poet-, living or dead, for whose 
work, so far as I know, that voise might p(>ssibly, 
and without ignominious blundering, bo mistaken by 
one who did not know its autluu’, exetipt Matthew 
Arnold. The nearest thing J know to this in 
English poctiy is Mr. Arnold’s, delineation of a very 
ditierent ligui e, (Toetbc : — ' 

AVhen (ujetlie’s death was told, we said : 

Sunk, tbcij, is Kuu»j)cV sages t head. 

Physician of the iron ag«*, 

"Goethe has done his ])ilgrimage. 
rie took the suifering liuman race, 

He read each wound, eacli weakness clear; 

And struck his iingej* on the place, 

And said : Thun ailed hcre^ and here! 
lie looked on Europe’s dying hour 
Of fitful dream and feverish 2)()W'(‘r ; 

IIjs eye pliingc'd down tlie. weltering strife, 

The turmoil of ex j firing life — ^ 
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1J(‘. said : The cud ?.s cve/ ijudtrj-i\ 

Ari sfill hm truth, take rrfvffe there I 
And lie was lia] »])}', it' to know 
(JrUisi^s of things, and far ludow 
Ifjs feel to see tlie lurid How 
Of l(‘n()r, and insane dislris , 

And lie.idlong f.itc, be liapjM'iiess. 

Or porliapr, one niighf eonipare Hi’. N:/.viii.ui\s linos 
still inoj(i aiitly to the pieLure of a ])liysician of siek 
souls gropiin;- in vain for some rcniody foi‘ .s])ii’itnal 
decay and (b‘,sj)air, in AJr. Arnold’s beanliful [)o(im, 
the “Scholar (Tijisy.” Jn speaking of those who 
wait in v;dn “the spark from llea\'cn” wiiich shall 
show thoiii whal to do, he wrote 

Yes, We await it !--but it stdl delays 

And then wesiilhr! and aniongf-t iis one, 

Wlio Tno>t lias sullej*'d, lake' dej(‘Ct('dly 
Hi,', seal upon |1 h‘ intellednal thione: 

And all his stuie of sad e\]>erieneo he 
Lays bare ol wrelcberl da\s: 

'i’eils^i', his niJ.MTv’s biilli and i^iowlli and si,^^ll^ 

A 11^1 how the dyinj^ spark of hoiM* was fisl, 

And how 1 he bivasl was soot In si, and how the head, 
And all hi'^ hourly varied anodyne,^. 

In the ])rc(lominanco of lanonaLte of provision, and 
yid langua<;e exquisitely pure arnl poetical, full of 
the light and air ol poetry, Mr. Arnold has all the 
skill and delicacy and discriminating felicity of Dr. 
Mewman. 

Ihit. All’. Ai’iiold is not only a |>oelic sculptor in 
Oie exquisite clearness of his outlines : he is also a 
jioctic w'ater-colour painter of the ])nrest school, — 
^lie school wliich regards what is teehnieally called 
“ body-colour ’ as a sin, and aims at making trans- 
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])areTicy of oH'oct almost as impoi taiit as tnitli of 
ofleot itself. Here Mr. Arnold reminds us of l^lo 
})OCt Gray, who paints with the same lucid touch, 
though certainly with much loss richness of im- 
pression. Theie is a good deal in Mr. Arnold’s 
])oeti’y which reminds me, in its stylo of colouring, 
more of the celebrated “Elegy in a Country 
Churchyard ’’ than of any other KTiglish poem. 
Thit. the diireLcnce is, that Mr. Arnold is more 
original in his touches. Gray is full of beauty, but 
his [)irtures, both of humanity aT)d of nature, arc 
slightly convcmlaonal in their cast; they are ex- 
tpiisilely painted, but painted without marking that 
the ])Oet’s mind Inns ranged beyond the common 
hoi'izon, though it ha.s got. a far more than con)mon 
command ov-ei’ the instruments for calling up in 
othci's what, he, sees vividly himself. It is otherwise 
with Mr. Arnold. He hardly ever ])aints a lovely 
S(jenc without some [dnasc whicli adds to your 
knowledge of its charm. This verse, for instance, 
is like Gray in style, but a good deal above Gray 
in originality of painting: — 

Thit on the stairs wliat voice is this I hoar, 
ihioyanl, inorning and as moniiiig clear? 

Say, lia.s wet, birddiauntHl t]rjglish lawn 
Lout it the iniLsic of it.i Iivcn at <iawn ? 

Oj' was j 1. from some, sun-flecked inoiiiilain brook 
That tlic sweet voice iks upland clearness took ? 

That is quite in Gray’s style of j^ainting, but tlie 
“wot, bird haunted English lawn” is a touch too 
original and exquisite for Gray. As a painter in 
transparent w^ater-colours, liowevei', Mi*. Arnold has 
perhaps never surpassed, though he has very oftei\ 
approached the beauty of that contrast in “Tliyrs^s” 
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l>^twc;(;n n stoniiy iind ;i brilliant .suiiArier, wliicli tlio 
fluno and duly of tlic ])rcsciit year uui>.L have of leu 
recalled to Mr. Ai’iiold’s many admirers: — 

So, some lcrii])ost iioiH inoisi in (iarly .linio, 

Wnn'i) I he y<‘ar .'' jninial burst of hlooin o\*r, 
before the roises and the lono<*-l. d.iy---- 
W'hi'ii o.u-deii-wnllv and .dl tin* t 5 i‘as''y tloor 
With olo'^a.oiiLs red and \\liile of 1 >i!en MiU 
And c}K‘'^tnnt llowers are stn'wn — 

So have I heard the (MudciM/s parlino cry, 

Enmi tlie wet field, lliroiif^li the vext pirdi-n-trin*'., 
(Jonie wilh the \«dle\in‘_; i.iin .uid to-sin;^^ hret /e ; 
'I%n l)lofnii I'i and ivdk tJh^ hl(n,m [{<) I ! 

Too (^uich de^jiairor, wherefore wdt thou 

Soon vdll tlie hif-h miih^ninnier jioinji^ lonu* on 
Soon wdl the niii>k carnations hivak and .-widl, 

Soon ,-halJ ^^e, have oold-dnsled sn i}>diaj.jon, 
Sweet-William with his homely eiat'ioe--;Tm*ll, 

And .-toe.ks in fia^Lintnt blow ; 

Itoses that down the alleys shim* afar, 

Afid open, lasming-mnllled lattices, 

And eroup'i under the dreainiiif^' ;^acden-tu es. 

And tin' full moon, and the white evening star. 

For purity and lustre of colour that jiietuie ha^ 
never I)(3 (mi surjiassed in Knt^lisli veise. It takes up 
the style of tlray, gives it a freshness atid originality 
not helonging to Gray, tvhilo kecjiing all his purity, 
freshness, and trans[)arcncy. In finish, fastidious- 
ness, and giaco, A'lr. Arnold is Gray's cfpial ; in 
hiiovancy, freshness, and lustre, greatly his .sujierior. 
* .Hut while in clearness and sharp ilofiuition of 
outline, and purity ami ilolieacy of colour, Mr. 
'Arnold lias rarely been eipiallod by any of our 
hiiglish poets, it is, of course, to be undorstood that 
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his subjects jfre limited to those which can l^o 
treated with so hue a ])encil and so transparent a 
style as his. Thought is always U])pcrruost in his 
mind. iTis observation itself is always tranquil and 
full of the <lcliniteno&s of intellectual discrimina' 
tion. lie never breaks out into singing or wailing 
like Shelley. Ho never masses his colours with the 
force and passion of Hyron. lie never mixes his 
effects with the lavish hand of Tennyson, so as 
almost to bewilder you with the multiplicity and 
variety of impressions. He keeps in one stratum, 
the iritcllcctual and rellcctivc stratum, even in his 
narrative poems. 1 lo is animated by one [u edominat- 
ing emotion, the emotion of a sort of grandiose 
spiritual compassion. So far as ho ha,s a clear 
affinity with any of fhe greater p(mts ot Mngland, it 
is obvious that, his affinity is with Wordsworth ; 
and that, though he has not. Wordsworth\s rapt m e 
or Wordsworth’s sublimity, he has learnt more 
from Wordsworth than fniin any other, while he has 
brought to the treatment of Wordsworth’s ithomes 
a more delicate ami tender workinanship, a-greatcr 
richness and subtlety of intellect, a considerable, 
narrative power, of wliich Wordsworth can hardly 
be said to have possessed even the germs, and a 
much larger hi.storical and philosophical horizon. 
Still, Wordsworth was and doubtle.ss will continue 
to bo recognised as a j)OCt of much greater weight 
of natural genius, of far more hardy powo)*, of far 
deeper impulses. Mr. Arnold can hardly be called 
a true disciple of Wordsworth, deeply as he has 
drunk at the spring of AVordswortVs genius. It 
may be said of him that he has been fascinate<l and 
chai'med by AVords worth’s thoughts, without being' 
truly conquered by them ; that he has be<m 
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(Inverted from his intellectual trouhfcs by Words- 
worth, but has failed to bo consoled, lie says of 
Wordswortli in the beautiful memorial verses 
trafisfeiTcd to this little volume : — 

And Wordswoilh I Ali, jialc ghosts, rejoice ! 

Kor nt;vei- siicli sootliing voice 
Been to ynur .s]ia<lowy world f-onveyed, 
iSinct; erst, at morn, some wancLiniig shaile 
Heard the ele.ir song of 0?plieus eonu* 

Tlirougli I bub's, and the monrnriil gloom. 
Wtirdsworih b.is gone from us and ^^e, 

All, may \v lee] his voice as we ! 

He too upon a wintry clime 

Had fallen — on this iron time 

Of doubts, disjmtes, distract iims, fears. 

He f<mnd u« when the age had hound 
Our souls in its )>enumbjng round ; 

Ibi spoke, and huised our lieai ts in tears. 

He laid us as wo lay at hirtli 
Oil the cool llowiuy lap of eaj-th, 

Smiles brohe from us and \\c had ease ; 

^die hills wa*re iipnnd us, and tlie breeze 
Went o’er the sunlit fudds again ; 

Our foreheads felt the wind and rain. 

Onr youth returned ; for there w'as shed 
On spirit-^ that had long heen dead, 

Spirits dried up and closely furl’d, 

Idle freshness of the early Avorld. 

Hut that, eloquent as it is, is not the kind of way 
in which Wordsworth himself would have wished 
to bo couimomojv'ited. lie would have regarded the 
taint classical hope expressed on behalf of the 
“pale ghosts” as utterly removed from the school 
*of his hardy and humble though luioyant faith. 
Hi) would riot have desired his poetry to be looked 
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upon as ii!i alioviai ion of human lo(s, — as a sweot 
interlude in the iron courts of human destiny, -- 
but ratlier as the announcement of one who had 
discerned with pro[>hetic glance the ultimate 
divinity of this unintelligible world. He went 
about with deep exultation in his heart, not, like 
Mr. Arnold, with an exalted compassion and a 
serene fortitude. Whore Wordsworth said “ rejoice,” 
Mr. Arnold says “endure.” While Words\vorth’s 
rapture was 1 lie ra])ture of illumination from the 
source of all light, Mr. Arnold’s is but an ambiguous 
and hesitating joy in the buoyancy of his own soul. 
'Idle affinities of Mr. Arnold with Woidsworth, and 
the still graver contrasts between them, will not be 
ado(juatoly seen by the readers of this little volume 
of “ ISelectioiis ” only. It is in such poems as 
“ licsignation,” “The Youth of Natui'O,” and the 
two fine poems on the author (d “ Obermann ” that 
Mr. Aiiiohrs true philosophy,— -his lejection of 
Wordsworth, — his relegation of Wordsworth to the 
position of a poet who charms us chiefly by i^pioi ing 
“ the half of human fate,” is to be found,. Still, 
Mr. Arnold can never be understood by one who 
hfis not grasped his relation to Woi’dsworth, his 
deep delight in Wordsworth, his long study of him, 
and his fundamental rejection of him. 

On the whole, I should say that Mr. Arnold 
will live in . English literature as one who recalls 
Gray by his cool, pure, and delicate workmanship; 
Newman by the severe and lucid sharpness of his 
outlines ; and who represents a survival from the 
school of Woi’dsAvorth, having carried off from it 
a good deal of its habit of thought and buoyancy 
of feeling, while rejecting its main current oi 
meditative faith. Tn the delineation of hun?an 
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p.'i3sion, Mr. Arnold has limited hiniielf almost to 
a 'Single phase of it, but in the delineation of that 
])hase> he is supreme. No English poet over 
j)ainted so powerfully the straining of emotion 
against the reins of severe intellectual repression, 
fn Mr. Arnold there is a deep Jove of excitement, 
and a deep fear of it, always struggling. He may 
b(‘ said to have gained his reputation aa a jioct by 
the vigour with which he paints the conilict. 

1 slaiuicli with ico niy burjiing breast, 

With '^lienee balm my wbliling brain, 

might almost be transferred from one of bis poems 
to the title-page, as tho motto of his whole poetry, 
both narrative and reflective. 


T 



POETIC CHARM 

Mr. E. R. Russkll, the editor of the JAverpool Ikiily 
Post, whose critical essays often evince a delicate 
subtlety as well as a keen insight, has just printed 
a paper on Matthew Arnohl, read before the 
Literary and Philosophical Society of Liverpool, of 
which 1 will venture to say that it is nearer to the 
kind of paper which one might have expected 
Matthew Arnold to write upon his own prose works, 
if he had had (as perhaps he had) tlie detachment 
of mind to put himself at a distance from his own 
thought, than anything else on the critic whom we 
have lost, that has come tiiulcr my notice. Mi. 
Russell quotes from some former criticism of his 
own on Matthew Arnold, whicli I have never had 
the good fortune to meet with, some strictures on 
“ the lack of energy and climax ” in Matthew 
Arnold, on “ the curious absence of strong flow in 
the ripjdes of his pellucid ity,” on “his resigned 
sequesterment from the broad channels of life and 
action,’’ and on “the too negative quality of his 
lucidity,” — all sound criticisms, but all, I think, 
directed rather to Matthew Arnold’s prose than » to 
his poetry; and 1 confess that, for my own part, I 
would not buy all the jirosc Matthew Arnold c^er 
wrote, including even the finest of his Pssaijs 
‘ 274 
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Criticism^' at the sacrifice of one ^f his elegiac 
})fbccs, — the “ Meuiorial Vcvsca,’^ for example, on 
Byron, Goelho, and Wordsworth. There is again 
blit little reference, I think, l-o the poetry, when 
Mr. Russell speaks of the unconventional ruiireM 
which gave its charm of egoistical attraction to 
Maltlicw Arnold,'' or in the very happy remark on 
the “cunning over-accentuation" winch Mj'. Russell 
leg.'irds as one of “the tricks of his pretty, but 
nevej* fiivolous art,” though i object to the word 
“pretty" as hardh^ ever applicalde to IVIatthcw 
Arnold’s prose, while it ivould be cpiite ujiduly 
depreciating to the singular grace and classical 
siuijilicity of his poetiy, which sekhmi, itideetl, 
descends t’o prcttiiicss, lieing characterised by 
(piabtie^s almost, inconsistent with “ }>rctliness," — a 
w'ojd which to my ears implies soinolliing small and 
accidenta.1 in the natui'o of its attra<'l ivene^s, some- 
tliing evident, ly wanting in unity of elVc'ct. Bui 
much as I adinir(3 Mr. B. R. RusseH’s geiicral vein 
of crih'(ysm on Matthew Arnold, if one reg;irds it 
as a})j>lyjng only to hffe prose, I observe with some 
snrpT’ise tint he says so little of his p(M3tjy, ami tliat 
little it seems to me <juitc inadequate, and tliat he 
even selects for special attention those of the poems 
in vvliich, to niy thinking, Mall hew Arnold wns 
attempting whqt did not suit his genius. 1dic 

• “ Requieseat," which sonic friend of Mr. RusHeU’s 
selected for s])ccial praise, and which Mr. Russell 
himself speaks of as a delightful poem, seems to me 
to end in genuine bathos 'when it congratulates the 
tifed heart on having at last inherited the “vasty 
halls of death." The lines on “ Dover Beach " are, 
I •should say, inferior in their kind to almost all 

• Mal^hew AriioUrs poems in the same key ; and the 



276 


POETIC CHARM 


description of •Rachel, the great actress, is ineffective 
as a criticism and uninteresting as a poem ; >vh1le 
the extract from the remarkable verses on “ Meine’s 
Grave” enunciates quite the least happy of Arnold’s 
criticisms, and perhaps the only one in that particular 
and very noble poem which I should have thought 
absolutely false. Matthew .\niold is trying to 
explain the failure of Heine’s wonderful genius to 
do what it might have done, and ho declares, no 
doubt rightly, that it was the deficiency of love in 
Heine which jarred his life and wrecked him as 
a poet. But then Matthew Arnold goes on io 
announce as a great truth, what is very far indeed 
from a groat truth, and is especially rcfuteil by his 
own work as a poet, — the doctrine that “ love is the 
fountain cjf charm,” and, by irnpliciition, that it is 
love which draws us to every poet : — 

Charm is the glory Vvhicli makes 
Song of the poet divine, 

Love is t he fountain of <;h,arin. 

How without charm will tlion draw, * 

Poet ! the, world to thy way ? * 

Not by the liglitTiiiigs of wit — 

Not by the thunder of scurn ’ 

These to the world, loo, are giv(?n ; 

Wit it possesses, and scorn — 

Ciiarm is the jioePs alone. 

And because Heine had not “ love, the fountain of 
charm,” he was coJiscious of failure : — 

Tlierefore a aonvA uni'est 
Tortured tlu-c, brdliant and bold 1 
Therefore triumph ilsedf 
Tasted amiss lo thy ^olLL 
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Thcrdbi’t‘, with ])l()od of th,^ ibo^, 

• Trick It'd ill hileiicc I hi no own. 

Tlierofoiv iho victor's liwiil 
r»ioko on the field of Ills fairie. 

No juslor criticisni could have been passed on Heine. 
It was the caustic iu him wiiich burned inic) his own 
soul, and had he really had mon*. of love in him he 
at least would have had more of the fountain of 
charm. But is it in the least true that love is the 
universal fountain of poetic charm, — say, in Milton, 
for instance, or Sir Walter Scott, or Matthew 
Arnold himself? Mr. Kussell docs not endorse 
Matthew ArnoUrs great doctrine, but; he docs not 
traverse it, and yet no poet ever produced poetry 
that had inoic charm iu it than Matthew Arnold, 
and the greatest of its cliarms is often as remote 
from “ love ’’ as it is from hatred. Ihit the doctrine, 
as a universal ])rinci]>lc, has no root al ail in reality. 
What is the great charm of Milton? As Maithcw 
Arnold^has himself told us, it is his grand style, the 
stylo wJiich overawe* us all, for instance, when we 
r(.\'id : — 


Hut let my duo foot never fiil 
To walk the .studioiih oloisLci s |»;de, 

Aiid love the high embowered roof 
AVith TUitio. ]>illais m.is^^y ju’onf 
And sloriod windows ricldv diglit 
Casting a dim ivligionb light. 

There lot the pealing (irgaii blow 
To the l'ull-voIc<‘d quire below, 

In service high and anthems cK-Jir, 

As may with s\vei-tness, through mine ear, 
Dissolve nn* into ecsUifoies, 

And bring all Heaven before mine eyes 
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Now, it is cel’tainly not tho love of “the hiiijh 
embowered roof,” nor yet tho love of Heaven \o 
which the high anthems, whereon Milton dwelt 
in so grand a strain, were to introduce him, that 
gives their “ charm ” to these grand lincws. It is 
not in any natural sense love at all, but tho rich- 
ness and stateliness of the man’s inner nature, the 
feeling there was in him of a complex inner music 
answering to the complex outward music which 
he so powerfully delineated. Just so, when he 
describes the dim solitude where — 

Glowing embers through the room 
Teach light to counterfeit a gloom, 

we at once catch ourselves thinking that in that 
noble but highly artificial imago, Milton must have 
expressed the sense of mysterious half-light in 
which his own religious meditations may often 
have expired. Most assuredly, if I understand 
aright the charm of Milton’s grand and sometimes 
grandiose images, — such cliaractciist.ic images, 
for instance, as “ smoothing^ tho raven clown of 
darkness till it smiled,” — tbie secret of the charm 
of Milton is not at all to bo found in love, but 
rather in a certain pomp and majesty, both of 
feeling and of movoment, which moulded all he 
wrote, and is as diil'erent as it can be from love. 

So, again, with Sir Walter Scott : is there any 
charm in his poetry like that which his verse 
displays when it expresses ihe joy of battle, the 
glory of strife ? — 

Go sound the 1, rum pet, fill the fife, 

Tt) all the sensual woild proclaim, 

One crowch'cl hour of gloT-ious life 
Is worth a world without a name ; 
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or in tho gr.iiicl description of the wilil bull ? — 

’^J'hroiigh the liiigo oalcs of 

Whose linibs ?t thousand years luni*- woni, 

AVhat sulhui I'oai* comes down tho gale 
And drowns llu* IiiiuUt’s pealijig liorii? 

]\lightiest ol all the beasts cif ( liase 
Thai roam in wi^otly t-a]od( n* 

(Jrashiiig llio ibn'st in his raijo, 

Tlio nmiintain bull comes Ihiindcring on. 

Whatever is tlie charm there, and the charm is 
great, surely it is not the charm of love ; and, to 
my mind, the charm of almost every distinct ])Oot 
is a (liileront charm, and though there may be 
many fioeis whose charm is ca]'>abb3 of resolution 
into that which Matthew Arnold singles out as 
the secret of all charm, there are certainly a great 
many more whose charm cannot by any possibility 
be so resolved. 

And surely tlio secret of the charm of Matthew 
Arnold Jiinisolf is not capable of any such lesolution. 
The chryin of the writer Avho could doserihe Tlyron 
as liearing “from Europe to the yEtolian shore, 
(he ])agcant of his bleeding heart ” ; who painted 
the isolation of all human hearts in the splendid 
linos : — 

. And hade, betwixt llicir shores to bo, 

Tho unpJ limbed, salt, estranging i?oa ; 

who could picture Oberinann’s desolation in the 
powerful woi'ils : — 

A fever in those jiagos burns 
Bonoatli the calm tlmy feign ; 

A wounded human s])ii’it turns 
Here, on its bed of ]>.'iiii ; 
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who could dtscrilio the Roman noblo’s miserable, 
unrest so vividly : — ^ 

In his fool hall, with liaggainl eyes, 

The Itoiiian noble lay ; 

He drove al)i‘oad, in fiirioiiS guise, 

Along the Ap])ian \\ay. 

He made a feast, drank iiercc and fast, 

And crowned his hair with flowm’s — 

No easier nor no quicker 2>assed 
The inq)ra(‘.tica}>lc hours ; 


— the poet who touched his highest, in passages of 
this kind, certainly could not boast that, the 
fountain of his charm was love. It would be 
less untrue, though not tine, to say that the 
fountain of Matthew Arnold s charm was lovablc- 
ness, for certainly his jmetry has in it a tenderness 
and lovableiiess which is a very different quality 
from love. Love ir one thing, and lovablenuss 
another, and sometimes those^ who have most love 
seem on the surface to be least lovable, and vicyt 
versa. Matthew Arnold is often lovable, lovable 
for his grace, his tenderness, his sedate purity, his 
tranquil and collected patience, his wistful regrets. 
But hardly anywhere does the secret of his charm 
seem to me to be the power of his love. 'Ho is 
serene, gentle, I’easonablc, gracious, with a keen 
eye for the cooler beauties of life, and a fine ear 
for all the flute-liko voices of Nature; but he is 
not the poet of love, though he may be the poet 
of insight, and especially of insight into the faith 
that is seen in retrosi)ect. t’or my own part, ^ 
should say that poetic charm has no single fountain, 
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IriL is almost, as inatiifold in its secret soui'cos as 
it®is ill its modes of expiessioii, — lieing one thing 
in Ih'mer, another in Dante, a third in Milton, a 
fouvtii in Shelley, and a nmltitudo of separalc things 
in Shakespeare. 



MAT'D lEW AKNOLIVS LETTERS 

Mu. Russkll, in his I'raccfiil anil sldlful preface 
to his perhaps too copious collection of Matthew 
Arnold’s lettoi's, says with great truth that tlic 
charm of the poet’s letters lies in their perfect 
naturalness. Elut he adds, with what seems to me 
less truth, that* they are himself , — which does not 
seem ijuite adeipiate, — nay, they are, J think, a 
good deal less than himself, T Mr. Jiussell means 
by being “himself” that they give you the glow 
and the essence of the man. On the contrary, I 
should say that their charm is not at all up to the 
charm of his poetry ; not at all up to the charm of 
his conversation. They are to those who knew him 
delightful letters, as recalling the man ; but they do 
not fill you with the sense of buoyancy, — though 
often it was buo^nant sadness, not buoyant joyous- 
ness, — Avith Avhich his poems fill you, or even with 
the sense of buoyancy with which his conversation 
filled you. They are, as most letters are, a good deal 
less than the man, not as a very few letters are, as 
Cowper’s and Grey’s letters have been, more than the 
man. More even in CoAvper’s case than his poems?; 
or as some other letters — Mrs. Carlyle’s for instance 
— have been, the letters of one in a specially exuboi^- 
arit frame of mind, filled with the exhilaration^ of 
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firing off a kind of volley of well -aim (Stl shots which 
tlA reserve of ordinary social intercourse might liave 
checked. Theiie is no sense in reading Matthew 
A ]• no Id’s correspondence that the act of letter 
writing stimulated and exalted him, and that is 
v/hat we find with Cowper^s letters and Grey’s 
letters, nnd, so far as the stimulating g^cs, wntli 
Jlyron’s letters (though in llyron ? case the act of 
correspondence made him a different man, something 
of an actor as well as a correspondent). Matthew 
Arnold was not at his full height in lettei'-writiiig, 
as he was in writing his poems. Tlis letters arc 
ideasant, alfcctionatc, wholly unaffected, but they 
are a faint reflection of the poet, and not even a 
bright or vivid reflection of his conversation. They 
arc liimself, a little subdued, not as the letters of a 
born letter-writer slioiild be, himself a little exalted. 
Compare, for instance, wdiat he says of the corn- 
jiosition of that lovel}-’' little poem on his favourite 
dog’s death, “Geist’s Grave,” in his letters, with 
wliat T jjeai'd him say of it in bis conversation, and 
one mr^^cs at once th(? spring and emphasis and dan 
of Ills high-strung personality - 

Wy dcii’ling J^oy : — 1 hoped to have sent you to-day 
my lines about your dear, deai* little ]»oy (Geist), hut I 
have not yet beeji able to get a corre«;t copy Iroin tlie 
printer. You biTall have it by next w'eek’s mail. At 
least, I hope so — and you will then get it a fortnight 
sooner than if we waited for ihe‘, magazine containing it 
to be published. The daily iin\a of him will w'car olf, 
hut vx shall never'* forget him, at 1 1 am very glad to 
have stamped him in our memories by those lines, 
written when he was fresli in our minds. f like to 
t?iink of all the ncw.s})apei’rt having his dear little name 
in them when the Christmas nuiiiber of Tha Fortnightly 
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Keview is and J hope pt'Ophi will like tke 

lines, and tliai will load to his being jooi’o iiaMd-ionul, 
and talked about, wliieb seems to me a sort ot oontiima- 
tion of liim in life, dear little fellow’, tlioiigli it is but a 
hollow and sliadowy one, alas I 

Tliat IS simple and natural and fascinating. But 
those who heaid him talk of the composition of 
that poem miss all the singular rapture of the 
manner in which he said, “ I assure you I wrote it 
with the tears streaming down my face,’’ and with 
a simple sort of delight in tlie full consciousTiess of 
the emotion w ith which the mere attempt to recall 
the poor little dog’s affectionateness and grace of 
manner had excited within him. Now any one 
who reads the poem will feel, just as those who heard 
Arnold speak of it would feel, that he did write it 
in a passion of tenderness and sorrow, in a sort ol 
summer storm of the heart : — 

Only four yc‘ars those wimnug w’aya, 

Which make me for tliy presence yearn, 

Called us to pet thee or to praise, ^ 

Dear little triend i at every tiuai ? ^ 

That loving heart, that patient soul, 

Had they indeed no longer span, 

To run thtjir course, and reach tlieir go.il, 

And read their homily to man ? 

1 

That liquid, melancholy eye. 

From whose pathetic, soul- fed springs 

SeeniVl surging the Virgil ian cry, 

The sense of tears in mortal things — 

Tliafc steadfast, inouinful strain, consoled 
By s])irits gloriously gay, 

And temper of h^Toic mouM — * 

What, was four years their wliolc short day ? 
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There you see, as you saw in the clarions mixture 
of* grief and triumph with which ho told his friends 
of the storm of tears with which he had written the 
j)oem, the curious buoyaiKjy as well as the curious 
scud of passion with which “Geist’s” death was 
comTiiemoraled. Hut you would never gather it 
from the letter, touching and pleasant as the letter 
is. Indeed, the verse recalling '‘;hat .steadfast, 
mournful strain consoled by spirits gloriously gay,” 
exactly expresses not only poor little “Geist,” but 
still more, the [)oet himself, whose exquisite elegiac 
})oems are at least as reiuarkablo for their elasticity 
as for their melancholy, for the elation with which 
he wept, as for the sense of desolation with which he 
exulted in Ins own tenderness. 

Matthew Ainold’s letters of travel, again, hardly 
suggest the vividness with which his imagination 
brooded over the loveliness of the scones he visited. 
They arc pleasant letters of tiavel, but they do not 
in any sense supplement or lend new colour to the 
poems. ^ d'iike tbo letters from Swdtzcrhind. They 
.are livjly, un.atlectcd* letters, but they do not glow' 
at all as nhe poems glow. We never see him 
pouring out his lieart in his letters as we do 
in his })ocms. This is the kind of letter which I 
most, enjoy ; he is descending the Maloja Pass into 
Italy : — ^ 

\V(‘ I* tupped at Vicosopraiu), ihu ohief town of the 
pail of liic valley, to lunch, and here a melancholy 
thing lia]jpened. I liad been looking at a small cat, tlui 
eulunr of William’s c.il, running bae.k wards and forwards 
;ii;ros:- the street. It was in hcautifnl condition and high 
spirits, with a BinalJ Indl round its neck like the bells 
Vorii heie bv the cenvs --evideni ly a favourite. 1 went 
a little way towards the bridge over the rive.r to see if J 
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could find anji^ plants, and met a voiturier with four 
liorse^ driving fast into the place. Presently I returned, 
saw a crowd, went ux> to it, and there was iny poor litt.le 
cat lying quite dead in a pool of Idood. The voiturier 
had run over it — not by his fault, [ believe — but it had 
darted into the street at the niornent he was passing; the 
wheels had goii(‘, over its nock, and it had died instant! 3^, 
but it was not mutilated. It made quite a Heiisalion, ami 
presently a young man look the little thing up and 
laid it under the wall of the side strei'L fioni which it 
had just before bittui darting out full of ])rcltiness and 
play. 1 know the girls will he interested in this sad 
story; the sud<len end of the poor Jittle cat rpiile atllicled 
mi*,. We wont- on in the diligence ])resently, anrl, passing 
through a gorge, came into a new world ; eliestnuts, 
Wralnuks, and mulb(*iTies began as if by magic, and vine- 
yards on the hillsides, and all the Italian landsca])e, which 
is so beautiful. In the grass under the chestnuts 1 saw 
more liowers than L have yet, seen this time in Switzerland, 
but no cyclainons, though we found them, if you renieniber, 
in a like country from Premia downwards. 

Here it is more the pity which the poor little cat/b 
fate excites in him than the i.ccncry wliich* chiefly 
charms us. 1 find no transcript in the letters of 
travel of such poems as tJio two to the author of 
“Obermarin.” or those on the “Grande Chartreuse.” 
There is nothing even of that kind of genius foi 
geography which Arnold had inherited from his 
father, and which comes out so vividly in his poems 
on the Englisli lakes and on the Swiss passes. I 
seldom even recall such descriptions as tliat of the 
Gcmmi Pass : — 

In front tlie awful Alpine track 
Climbs up its rocky .stair ; 

The autuimi storni-windH drive* the rack, 

Ch)se o'er it in the air. 
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Beliiiul fire the aLaiulojied l)atlis, 
Miito in t}n^ nit'axldws Iotk*, 

Tlie leaves arc* on Uio valley j)ath3, 
'J''he mists are on tlio Uhoiie. 


The truth is that it took something more than 
letter- writing fully to kiiulle Matthew Arnold. 
The sympathy elicited by living j)ei‘soiial inter 
course did it, and Ihe mingled toil and passion of 
imaginative com [)Osi lion did it, but correspondence 
did not usually do it. His letters are genial, 
tendei*, sometimes pla 3 'ful, but tht5y aie not often 
passionate in the sense in which his ])oems are 
passionate, — that- is, written in the mood in which 
the inner depths of his nature show’^ed themselves. 
In a very interesting letter to his sister, Mrs. 
Forster, written from Martigny in 1858, he ex- 
presses his sympathy with Cloethc’s feeling that he 
could not write his best while distracted by practical 
duties and cares, (loethe, he says, thought tlnit ho 
could have written several good tragedies, but that 
in ordgr to write tKnn he must have been “sehr 
zerrisseti," — in other words, movi'd to the very 
bottom of his heart, — and that, he dared not be so 
moved while there was so much that he needed a 
calm judgment and a busy mind in order to do well. 
And Arnold felt the same, llis mind was too full 
of his ])ractical duties to spare for poetry the full 
room needed to kindle intense imaginative? life. 
ITis letters are pleasant, interesting, simple, un- 
alTected, often even lively. Ihit they have not the 
buoyancy and Man either of his ])oetrv or even of 
his conversation. He was not excited by letter- 
•writing. Ho only half realised that living contact 
of mind with mind, which suinclimes kindles corre- 
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spoiidence eveji more than it kindles talk. He was 
not fi reserved man in talk. He seems almosh'a 
reserved man in his letters. They are written in 
a tone much more subdued than that of his talk 
or of his compositions whether in verse or often 
even in prose. 



OUR GREAT ELEGIAC POET 

I sjroiTTj) hardly h«'ive thought Lord Coleridge's 
comparison between Matthew Arnold and Horace, 
in the interesting speech whicli he delivered when 
the new bust of Matthew Arnold was unveiled in 
the Baptistery of Westminster Abbey, a very 
a])posito one. One would haidly call Horace, 
whose finest poems were many of them what we 
should now call ex(pii8ite tvr.s* fh socieU^ a great 
elegiac poet, which Matthew Arnold certainly was, 
— the greatest, I am disposed to think, in the 
English^ language, certainly very rnucii greater 
than (rijay. He is <^lways at his best in elegy. 
“ Thyrsis and “ The Scholar-Gipsy ” will stand 
by the side of, if not above, Milton's “ Lycidas,” 
I believe, in the estimate of the best critics of the 
future. His magnificent elegies on De Seriancour, 
the author of^ “Obermann," are as much more 
touching than Gray's Elegy in a country church 
yard as they are I'icher in true vision. The lines 
on “ Rugby Chapel ” and on “ Heine’s Grave " are 
amongst the most vivid pictures in the language 
of two great figures iji the first half of the present 
century. The “Southern Night," in which he 

commemorates his brother William Delafield Arnold, 
is nerhaps the most musical expression of pro- 
^ 289 ’ U 
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found yet goutle and subdued regret that English 
literature contains; the “Mcmoi'ial Verses ’’•on 
Byron, Goethe, and Wordsworth are living studies 
penetrated by that “ sad lucidity of soul ” which 
Matthew Arnold has himself illustrated with so 
much ])ower in the singularly fine linos called 
“ Resignation.” The little j)oeni “ By a Death-Bed,” 
also called “ Youth and Calm,” is of the very 
essence of elegy. And the main beauty even of 
the longer poems, of “Sohrah and Rustem,” of 
“ Tristram and Iseult,” of “ The Sick King of 
Bokhara,” lies in the elegiac terminations and the 
modulated beauty of those trains of thought which 
lead up to those terminations. Again, “The 
Forsaken Merman ” and “ The Church of Brou ” 
would hardly be true poems at all without their 
elegiac tone ; while some even of the most beautiful 
of all his elegies are devote<l to his little dog 
“Geist,” in the poem on “Geist’s Grave,” and to 
his little daughter’s canary, in “Poor Matthias.” 
Lord Coleridge kno^/s Horace a thousand times 
better than I do, but 1 shouW never have thought 
that Horace would be regarded as most at home 
in his elegiac mood. No doubt the two beautiful 
passages which Lord Coleridge quotes from Horace 
are both elegiac, but surely that is not Horace’s 
most common nor even his most fjequcntly 
successful attitude of mind. 1 should have thought 
Horace a considerably greater artist in the lighter 
lyrical vein than Arnold, but not nearly so great 
an elegiac poet. Elogy demands that special 
“sad lucidity of soul” which Gray poured fo^th 
with such exquisite tenderness in the celebrated 
Elegy, and in the Ode on the distant prospect “bf 
Eton. It is a mood of regret, but of calm regret 
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which heightens instead of disturbirtg and cori- 
bisitig the power of vision — nay, which seems to 
lend to the api)reherision of the external object 
treated a singular discernment of its finest atino- 
sphoric conditions, a halo of its own, 'transforming 
mere sight into vision. To illustrate what I moan 
by contrast : Browning is hardly ever elegiac, I 
should not suppose him ever to have known the 
mood at Jill, but for the lines, “O lyric love, half- 
angel and half-bird/' in ‘‘ The Ring and the Book,” 
and the elegiac l ing in the ‘'Tocatta of Galuppi.” 
But though elegy must be sullused with feeling, 
it must not rise to what Arnold has himself called 
the lyrical cry. Principal Sbaiip was (piite wrong, 
in the fine lines tj noted by Lord Coleridge, when 
he spoke of Ainokl as pouring forth in his songs 
“ the calm Avhich is not calm but agony.” Shelley 
does that, in such lines, for instance, as those 
begiiiiiiiig, “When the lamp is shattered, the light 
in the dust lies dead,” or in the lines “ Written in 
Dejection^ at Naples” ; but there is not a j)oem 
in all An^old’s volume‘s that seems to me to suggest 
anything approaching to agony, anything beyond 
a lofty and calm regret. Take the linos on his 
brother’s deatli : — 

But nov\i that trouble is forgot ; 

Thy memory, thy pain, tu-uighl. 

My brother I and thine early lot, 

Tossess me (piite. 


The murmur of this Midland d(jei) 

Is heard to-night around tliy grave, 
'J’ljeic, where (Jibraltar’s cannon’d steep 
O’erfrowiis the uavo. 
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For tkierp, witli bodily aiigiiisli kf,en, 

With Indian heats at last foidoiie, ♦ 

With public toil and private teen — 

Thou sririk’st, alone. 

Slow to a stop, at morning grey, 

I see tlu‘- smoke-crovvn’d vessel come ; 

Slow round her paddles dies away 
The seething foam. 

A boat is lower’d from her side ; 

Ah, gently place him on the bench 1 
That spirit — if all have not yet died— 

A breath might (|ueijch. 

Is this the eye, the footstep fast, 

The mien of youth we us(h 1 to see, 

Pool*, galhmt boy ! — for such thou wast. 

Still art, to me. 

The limbs their wonted tasks refuse ; 

The eyes ai’e glazed, thou canst m^t speak ; 

And whiter than thy white burnous 
That wasted cheek ! 

i 

w 

Or compare Arnoid^s calm steadfastness in’ declaring 
the faith in our Lord's Resurrection an illusion, 
with the passion of Clough’s despair when he 
embodies in verse the same conviction. This is 
Arnold’s language ; — 

Ay, ages long endured his span 
Of life — ’tis true received — 

That gi*aciouB Child, that thorn-crown’d Man ! 

— He lived while we believed. 

While we believed, on earth he went, 

And open stood his grave. 

Men called from chamber, churcli, and lent ; 

And Christ was by to save. 
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Now he is dead ! Far hence he Ifts 
In the lorn Syrian town ; 

And on his grave, with shining eyes. 

The Syrian stars look down. 

There is no agony there, only calm elegy over a 
lost faith, a dispelled illusion ; only another 
replica of the sj)lendid elegy over a lost faith con- 
tained in the “ Stanzas at the Orande Chartreuse.” 
It is a more jKjetical and regretful form of the 
denial which he expressed more dogmatically and 
positively in his ])rose writings, when he said that 
the objection to miracles was that “ they do not 
happen.” Clough s tone is indeed different ; thal 
is indeed agony ;ind not elegy at all : — 

Through the great sinful streets of Naples as 1 
With li<‘rcor heat than flamed above iny head 

My heart was hot within me; till at last 

My brain was lightened when iiiy tongiio had said, 
Clirist is not risen ! 

^ Christ is not risen, no — 

, He lie.s aiffl moulders low 
Christ is not risen ! 

Wliat though the stone were rolled away, and though 
The grave found empty there ? — 

1 f not there, then elsewhere ; 

If not when’e JdSieph laid Him tiisv, Avhy then 
Where other men 

Translaid Him aft('r, in .some humhier clay. 

Long ere to-day 

Corruption that aad x>cifect work hath done, 

Which here she scarcely, lightly had begun : 

The foul-tmgendered worm 

Tetids on the flesli of the life-giving form 

Of oui* most Holy and Anoint^ One. 
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IK* is not risen, no, — 

He lies and nionldei*s lo^v ; 

(JlirisL is not nsen ! 

What if the women, eve the dawn was grey, 

Saw one or more grt'at angels, as they say 

(Angels, or Him hiniself)? V'et neither tliere, nor then, 

Nor aflei'wards, nor idsewhere, nor at all, 

Hath lie a])peare(l to Peter or the ten ; 

Nor, save in tliunderous terror, to Mind Saul ; 

Save in aji after (lospel and late (Jreed, 

He is not risen indeed, — 

Christ is not risen ! 

'Fhat is no elegy ; that is the burning passion of 
an agonised denial, due maiidy to Clough’s deep 
sense of the sinfulness of the world which should 
have been, yet was not, redeemed, and partly to his 
sceptical intellect weighing the evidence which 
then, at all events, he found wanting. ]5ut more 
passionate throes in renouncing a great faith 
have never been depnetod in the English tongue. 
Matthew Arnold never rose into tba^ mood. 
Throughout his poems the grief and regret are 
always gentle and always mellow. His poetic 
pain is never anguish ; it never confuses, but only 
stimulates his vision. His grief seldom rises even 
above that sweet and tender grief depicted in the 
perfect poem on “GeisPs Grave.” When he 
commemorated — 

That liquid, imdrmchuly eye, 

From whose pathetic soul-fed spiiiigs 
Seem’d siugiiig the Virgiliaii cry, , 

The sense of tears in mortal things, 

he himself said that his own eyes were streaming 
with tears ; but they were gentle tears, the tears 
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of Rweot elegiac regret, which brings with it a 
keener and brighter vision, not that stormy anguish 
which troubles and bedims the whole earthly scene. 
To my mind Matthew Arnold was the greatest 
elegiac poet in our literature, though not a very 
^reat lyric poet. Indeed, the only perfect lyrics 
in his volumes are also elegiacs — the songs of 
Oalliclcs in “Em]>edocIe8 on Etna,” which com- 
laeiuorabe the visionary beauty of the old Greek 
mythology. 



MATTJIKW ARNOLinS POPULARITY 

Mattiiew Arnold cun hardly be called a popular 
poet, but yet he is a poet who is ])robably more 
especially popular with the literary class than any 
other poet of our day. Messrs. Macmillan have 
just issued the thirteenth reprint of the selected 
poems as he himself chose them in 1878, so that 
there has been a reprint of this little volume of 
Selections very nearly once in every year since it 
was first issued. Yet I should have thought that a 
small volume of selected poems would hardly have 
sold so well, in the case of an aiithor the bulk oi 
whose whole poetical work Was so nu)dei;ate, as 
the poems themselves. And it is likely enough 
that this may be actually the case. For it is very 
probable that the greater number of those who 
buy the selected poems for their small size, may 
really possess some complete editiorj of the poems 
as well, using the Selections only for the purpose 
of carrying about from place to place. Fascinating 
as the selected poems are, I can hardly say that 
they are at all more fascinating, in proportion to 
their bulk, than the poems from which they afe 
selected. It cannot even bo asserted that they 
contain specimens of all Matthew Arnold^s moOT 
characteristic work ; for they do not contain either 
• 296 f 
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'‘Geist's Grave” or “Poor MatthiaSf” Ihongh the 
po^nis on his dog and his daughter’s canary are 
some of the most unique and characteristic of all 
his productions. Nor have they “The Sick King 
of Bokhara ” ; nor the fine poems on the author 
of “ Obonnann ” — perhaps the finest he over 
wrote ; nor, ag.u'n, the stanzas from “ The Grande 
Chartreuse”' nor the lines at l:lei-ieV; grave, which 
contain the great passage on England, as the weary 
Titan, “ with labour-dhnmVl eyes, staggering on to 
her goal, bearing, on shoulders immense, Atlaiitean, 
the load, well-nigh not to be borne, of the too vast 
orb of her fate.” Now, almost all these I have 
just named are poems which are specially character- 
istic of Matthew Arnold, and of which those who 
know him well think at once whenever they wdsh 
to discriminate what is most individual in his 
genius ; so that it certainly cannot even be main 
tained that there are specimens of all his most 
typical ])oems in the little volume of Selections, 
though there are liardly a dozen of the number 
that ong would be wflling to exchange for others of 
equal length. Wordsworth is positively improved 
by judicious selection ; so, indeed, is vShelley, and 
Browning, and Buchanan, and so, most of all, is 
Swinburne. But Matthew Arnold was so select in 
what he wrote, that any sclectioji necessarily ex- 
cludes what it seems almost barbarous to exclude, 
and what cannot bo excluded without sacrificing a 
special featuio of his poeiry, as well as mere replicas 
of a class. There are few poets, indeed, the poetical 
ctlcct of whose works you would not positively 
improve by weeding out some fifty or even a 
hundred of their poems. But you could hardly 
leave out more than a scoie of Matthew Arnold’s 
I 
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poems without gravely injuring the total efl'cct. 
Nothing can better show how little he wrote that 
was not of fine and soj)arate quality. 

The first characteristic I should select from 
amongst those which make his poems popular with 
the literary class, is that rare carving of words, 
which makcKS so many of his single lines and })hrases 
intellectually memorable. For instance, this of 
Shakespeare : — 

\Vp ask and ask. Thou smilesl and ait still, 
Out-topping knowledge. 

Of Death ; — 

Though nothing can fJimarhle now 
The sinootlincss of that limpid brow. 

Of the flatteries of love : — 

Ah, not tlic nectarous poppi(‘s lovers use. 

Nor daily labour’s dull Letha'au f'])iiiig, 
Oblivion in lost Angels caic infuse * 

Of the soil’d glory and the trailing wing. 

Of the solitude of the heart : — 

And ba<ie betwixt our sliorcs to be 
The un])lumb’d, salt, estranging su i. 

Of a momentary relaxation in the poignancy of 
remoi'se : — 

1 staunch with ice my burning breast, *' 

Witlj silence balm my whirling brain, 

Oh Jlrandan to that hour of rest 1 * 

Tlie Joppa beggar’s case was pain. 
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Of the helplessness of memory : — 

And \yo, forgut because W(‘ must, 

And nut because wo Avill. 

Of the frugality of the will : — 

Ami lasts iii hours of insight will’d 
May b(i in houi’s of gloom iiillill'd. 

Of the iijsatiiible soul of the Koman noble : — 

lie m.'Kle a hiixst, drank lierce and fast 
And crown’d his hair with flowers; 

No easi(‘r nor no quicker pass’d 
'riie impracticable horn's. 

Of the hurry of the English practical man : — 

Wo sec all sights from pole to pole, 

And gLaiiee and nod and hustle by. 

And nev(‘r once posseas oui’ .soul 

• Before w(^die. 

« 

And instances like these of perfect carving in a 
few short words I could multiply hugely with the 
greatest case. 

Then how great and refreshing was Arnold as a 
descri[)tive p8et. Shall we ever have again such 
soul-resting jnctures of the Thames, of the scenery 
near Oxford, of “ those wide fields of breezy grass, 
where black- wing’d swallows haunt the glittering 
Thames,” amid the “red loose-strife and blonde 
meadow-sweet” of the summer term? And when 
higain shall we have such cool, enchanting pictures 
of the green Alps of ISwitzerlaiid, ayd see 
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darl^iess stt^al o’er the wet grass, 

With the pale crocus starr’d, 

And reacli that gliinniering sheet of glass 
' Beneath tlie piny sward 

Lake Leman’s wateis far below, 

as we have so often had in his singularly cool and 
refreshing poems? I know no })oct--~not even 
Gray — whoso descriptive poetry refreshes aiid rests 
the soul like Matthew Arnold’s. 

But I have left Arnold’s groat characteristic still 
untouched. It is as a poet of elegy, as a singer of 
regret, that Matthew Arnold was greatest, at once 
so pathetic and so buoyant. Even in liis passion 
of regret for his favourite dog, written, as I 
remember hearing himself attesting, with tears 
literally raining down his cheeks, his pathos is at 
once pathetic and elastic. You feci his grief })ro- 
foundly, and yet there is an elasticity in the poem 
which makes even the grief comparatively soothing. 
No poet gives us the buoyancy which, though it 
offers no consolation, nay, oftekn expressly fefusea 
it, yet bears you nlong the current of a i)a84ionate 
regret with such a sense of life, rather than loss, 
in the singer, as Matthew Arnold does in his elegies. 
He reminds his sister in the fine lines headed 
Kesignation” (which do not really describe resigna- 
tion at all, but a very different thing, that bounding 
of the heart underneath the sense of irreparable loss 
which promises new life beyond the loss), how, 
children, they had crossed one of the passes in the 
Westmoreland hills and got down to the sea,, 
probably somewhere near Whitehaven : — 

But, Fausta, f remember well, 

That as the balmy darkness fell 
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We bath’d our hands with fti)eecbless glee, 

• That night, in the wide gliuimerhig sea. 

And aomch(jvv even in the saddest of his elegies 
you seem to find him bathing his hands, not exactly 
with speechless glee, but with a certain bounding 
of the heart that defies regret to paral\"se .him, “ in 
the wide glimmering sea.” Take the two poems 
to the author of “ Obermann ” ; both of them are 
in the essence of their doctrine almost hopeless 
poems, or at least ihe hope to which they cling is 
so fanciful, so much of a mere straw, that if th.at 
were all, you would say their teaching was ]>iirc 
despair ; and yet the buoyancy and ciasticitv in 
them is (piite irresistible. He says farewell to 
Obei mann in the first of these thus : — 

Farewell 1 Under the sky ^^e pari, 
in this stern Alpine glen. 

0 unstrung will ! O broken heart ! 

A liist, a last farewell ! 

But the whole poem conveys that, whether M. de 
SenaiAjour’s will unstrung and his heart broken 
or nof, Matthew Ariiokrs certainly was not. He 
was clearly off to fresh woods and pastures new. 
It is the same with the second poem addressed to 
the author of ‘‘Obermann.” He closes that fine 
poem with the following buoyant verses : — 

Stii! in iny soul the voict^ 1 heard 
Of Oberinaim ! away 

1 turned ; by some vague iin])ulse stirr’d, 
Along the rocks of Xaye. 

Past Soncliaud's piny flanks I gaze 
And the blanclrd summit tlierc 

Of Malatrait, to when.* in liaze 
The Valais opens fair, 
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And the domed Velun, with his snows, 

Behind tlie iipcrowding liills, • 

Doth all the heavenly opening close 
Which I lie Khoru^’s niiirijuir hlls ; — 

And glorious the?*e, without a sound, 

Across the gljinineniig lake, 

High in tlio Valais-depth profound 
1 saw the nioriiiiig break. 

Evidently that dawn brought Mr. Arnold more 
brightness than ‘‘ Obermann ” had brought him 
gloom. And the stanzas from “'rhe Grand Char- 
treuse/' though they take leave of his passionately 
regretted faitli, end with the same note of almost 
triumphant life. “The Buried Life/’ again, is one 
of the most characteristic (if these poems of buoyant 
sadness — poems with no consolation in them, ])ui 
with a spring of life so fresh that it seems to defy 
the need of consolation. He describes first the airs 
and floating echoes “that convey a melancholy into 
all our day," and then be goes on : — 

Only — but this is rare- - «» 

When a beloved hand is laid in uurs, 

Wlieii, jaded with the rush and glare 
Of the interriunahhj hours, 

Our eyes win in another's eyes read clear, 

Wlieu our world»deafcnM ear 

Is by the tones of a loved voice cai%.ss’d — 

A bolt is shot back soiiuiwdiere in our breast, 

And a lost pulse of feeling stirs again. 

The eye sinks inward, and the lieart lies plain, 
And what we mean, we any, and wliat we would, 
we know. 

A man becomes aware of his life’s flow 

And hears its winding murmur ; and he sees 

The meadows wliere it glides, the sun, the breeze. 
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That is Matthew Arnold’s mood all# through his 
cx^^uisite elegies. They are all sad, hut buoyant in 
their sadness. They discourage faith and chill 
hope, but they have such a high pulse beating in 
them that they never leave the reader cheerless in 
spite of their melancholy. 



THE UNPOPULARITY OF CLOUGH 

Thk appearance of Mr. Waddington’s admiring and 
sympathetic “monograph’' on Clough — why call, 
by the way, a publication of this kind a monograph, 
whi<*h i)ropcrly means a study of something artifici- 
ally separated from its natural context ? — affords 
me a good opportunity of asking why Clough is 
not better known than he is in modern English 
literature; why his fame is not greater, aiul his. 
often magnificent verse more familiar to modern 
ears. In Mr. Haweis^s hasty and scrappy book oti 
the American linmoumts, Mr. Haweis scoff’s 
parenthetically at the present? American Ajinister’s 
“curious notion that Clough was, after all, the 
great poet of the age ” {Amerimn Ilnmourists, 
p. 83) ; and even one of Clough's most intimate 
friends, Mr. F. T, Palgrave, has lent some authority 
to Mr. Haweis’s scoff, by the remark — to me as 
amazing as it appears to some good critics candid — 
that “ one feels a doubt whether in verse, ho 
(Clough) chose the right vehicle, the truly natural 
mode of utterance.” I can only say in reply, that 
Clough seems to me never to touch verse without 
finding strength, never to attempt to speak prose 
without losing it and becoming half-articulatd. 
But there clearly must be some reason or quasi-reason 
• 304 I 



THE UNPOPULARITY OP CLOUGH 


305 


in a view which a whole generation of lovers of 
poetry have not disproved, but to some extent 
verified by the relative neglect in which, during a 
time when verse has secured an immense amount of 
attention, Clough’s touching and often stirring and 
elevating poetry has been left. Mr. Waddington, 
I am sorry to see, does not address himself to this 
(juestion, and throws but little light on it. And 
with all his genuine appreciation of Clough, his 
study is wantiiig in the &trorig outlines and massive- 
ness of ellect which might have done something to 
secure for Clough the public esteem which he 
certainly will one day secure. Mr. Waddington is 
too discursive, and does not biing the great features 
of his subject into sufficiently strong relief. His 
essay might increase the vogue of a public favourite, 
but will hardly win poinilarity for one who has 
never yet emerged from the comparative obscurity 
of a singer delightful to the few, though his name 
even is hardly recognised by the many. 

For my own part, though I should not assert 
that Clifugli is the g#eat ])oet of our age, I should 
agree ifeartily with Mr. Lowell that he will in 
future generations rank among the highest of our 
time, and that especially he will be ranked with 
Matthew Arnold, as having found a voice for this 
self-questioning age — a voice of greater range and 
richness even, •and of a deeper })athos, though of 
less exquisite sw’cotness and “ lucidity ” of utterance, 
than Matthew Arnold’s own — a voice that oftenev 
breaks, perhaps in the effoi’t to express what is 
biyorid it, but one also that attempts, and often 
achieves, still deeper and more heart-stirring stiains. 
(flongh had not Mr. Arnold’s happy art of inter- 
Avoaving delicate fancies with thoughts and emotions. 
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Poems like V The Scholar-Gipsy ” and Thyrsis,” 
like “Tristram and Iseult,” “The Sick King, of 
Bokhara,’^ and the stanzas on “The Author of 
‘Obermann/” were out of his reach. And, no 
doubt, it is precisely poems of this kind into 
which, across the bright web of rich and stimulating 
fancy, Mr. Arnold has woven lines of exquisitely- 
drawn and thoroughly modern thought and feeling, 
that have gained for Mr. Arnold his increasing, 
though not as yet overwhelming, popularity. 
Clough had nothing of this fanciful art. tie was 
realist to the bottom of his soul, and yet, though 
realist, he looked at all the questions of the day 
from the thinker’s point of view, and not from the 
people’s point of view. He did not frame his 
pictures, as his friend does, in golden margins of 
felicitous fancy. He left them almost without a 
frame, or, at any rate, with no othei* frame than 
that furnished by the plain outline of his story. 
This might have but increased his popularity, had 
Clough’s subjects been like Burns’s subjects, the 
common joys and sorrows the hurmiii heart. 
But it was not so. His subjects, for the most part, 
have a semi-scholastic ring, but do not embody 
those elaborate artistic etFects which soften a 
scholastic ring to the ear of the people. He was a 
self-questioner who did not cast over his question- 
ings that spirit of imaginative illusion which in Mr. 
Arnold’s poetry sometimes makes even self- question- 
ings sound like the music of a distant and brighter 
sphere. Clough’s poetry is full of direct, home- 
thrusting questioning — concerning character in the 
making, faith in the making, love in the making ; 
and powerful as it is, this analytic poetry no doubt 
needs more than any kind of poetry, for its im- 
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mediate popularity, the glamour whi^i Mr. Arnold's 
artistic framing thi'ows round it. 

Nop is this the only difference. The charm of 
Clough's humour, the strength of his delineation is 
so great that, if the only diiierence between him and 
Matthew Arnold were the difference between a plain 
and an atti’activo settiiig, that advantage of Mr. 
Arnold's might, I think, have been counterbalanced 
by the deeper pathos of Clough's pictures and the 
stronger linos in which he draws. But there is 
another difference. Matthew Arnold, negative as the 
outcome of his thought too freipiontly is, never leaves 
you in any kind of doubt as to what he means. His 
lines are always sharply chiselled. He is dogmatic 
oven in his denials of dogma. Lucid and conlident 
to the last degree, he never leaves the mind without 
a very sharjdy -marked impression of a clear thought. 
And even where that thought is not popular — even 
where it is the reverse of popnlai* — such sharp, dis- 
tinct lines, gracefully graven, are likely to gain more 
readers and admirers than lines of freer sweep, but 
mure ifncertain dr*ifti Compare, for instance, some 
of Mr.*Arnold’s finest lines on the dearth of true 
revealing poets, with some of Mr. Cloughs finest on 
the same subject. Mr. Arnold, after bewailing the 
loss of Goethe and Wordsworth, turns to the hermit 
of the Alps, M. de Seiiaricour (his “ Obermann " ), 
and addresscs^him thus : 

And then we luni, thou sadder sago, 

To thee : We fool ihy spell ! 

-'Idle lioptdess tangle ot“ our age, 

'riioii too has. Hcaim’d it well ! 


Iiuinovable thou sit test, still 
Art death, composed to l>ear ! 
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Thy ht'ad is clear, thy feeling chill, 

And icy thy despair. 

V'es, aa the son of Thetis said, 

T hear thee saying now : 

Greater by far than than art dead; 

Strive not ! die also thou I 

Ah ! two de-sires toss about 
The poet’s feverish blood. 

One drives him to the world without, 

And one to solitude. 

Tlie gloWy he e.ries, the thrill of life, 

Where, where do these abound 1 — 

Not in the world, not in the strife 
Of men, shall they be found. 

He who hath watch’d, not shared, the strife. 
Knows how the day hath gone. 

He only lives with the world’s life. 

Who hath renounced his own. 

Now hear Clough, on the s’une subject: — 

Come, Poet, come ! 

A thoimnd labourers th(iir task, 

And what it tends to scarcely ask, ^ 

And trembling thinkers on tin* brink 
Shiver, and know not liow to lliink. 

I’o tell the purport of tlieir pain, 

And what our silly joys contain *, 

Tn lasting lim*ainen1s pourtray^^ 

"J'he substance of the shadovy day ; 

Our real and inner deeds rehearse. 

And make our meaning clear in vei’se : 

Come, Poet, come ! for but in vain 
We do the work or feel the ]:)aiTi, 

And gather u]) the seeming gain, 

Unles.s before the end thou come 
To take, ere they are lost, their mm. 
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C.Vjnie, Poet, come ! 

To giv(i ail 111 teraiice to the dumb, 

And make vain l>abblers bileiit, coim* ; 

A tljoiisand dupes point here and llieiv, 
Bewildered by tlic show and glare ; 

And wise men half have learned to doubt 
WhelluM- we are, not best withoul. 

Come, Poet : both but wait to see 
Their (‘i i‘or proved to them in thee. 

CoUKi, I*oet, come ! 

In vain I seem to call. Ami yet 
Think not the lixiiig limes forget. 

Ages of her(H‘s fought ami hdl 
That Jlonicr in the end might tell ; 

O’er grovelling gemmations past 
Upstood the Doric fane at last; 

And countless hearts on eoiinlless years 
Had wasted thoughts, and hopes, and fears, 

Rude laughter and uinneaniiig team. 

Ere England Shakespeare saw, oj“ Rome 
The pure jierfection of her dome. 

Others, I doubt not, if not we, 

, The issue ol^oiir toils shall see ; 

Young children gather as their own 
The harvest that the dead had sown, 

The dead forgotten and uiikiiowu. 

One feels the dilVeronce at once between the picture 
of the lucid i^jsight of solitary renunciation, and the 
ardent invocation addressed to a new teacher of a 
dimly-anticipated lesson. The one poet is distinct, 
the other vague, and though the more distinct teach- 
ing is the less hopeful, it sinks more easily into the 
reader’s mind. Yet, for my part, 1 iind a richer 
^lusic in the vague hope of Clough, than even in the 
sweet, sad despondency of Arnold. 

Further, Clough not onl^ sings finely of the 
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immature stage of moral character, but of the 
immature stage of faith and the immature stage 
of love. He studies both in the making — admitting 
it to be a riddle how that making will end. Here, 
for instance, is a fine poem on faith in the making, 
which will be popular one day, as describing a 
stage which many will then have ])assed through, 
but which has not found popularity yet ; — 

What wc, when face to face we see 
The Father of our souls, shall be, 

John lolls UR, doth not yet ap])oar ; 

Ah ! did he Udl what we are liero ! 

% 

A mind for thoughts to pass into, 

A heart lor love to travel through, 

Five Reuses to detect things near, 

Is this the whole tliat we are here ? 

Rules baffle instincts — instincts rules, 

Wise men are bad — and good are fools, 

Facts evil — wishes vain appear, 

We cannot go, why are here ? ' 

0 may we for assurance’ sake, 

Some arbitrary judgment take, 

And wilfully pronounce it clear, 

For this or tliat ’tis we are here ? 

Or is it right, and will it do, 

To pace tlie sad confusion through, 

And say : — It doth not yet appear, 

What we shall be, wdiat we are here ? 

Ah yet, when all is thought and said, 

The heart still overrules the head ; 

Still what wo hope we must believe, 

And what is given us receive ; 
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Musi still bcliiive, lor still wl* liii>pe 
I'll at in a Avorld of largiu’ scojic, 

What here is faithfully begun 
Will be coinjileted, not unclone. 

My rhiUl, wo still must think, when we 
That ampler life together see, 

Some true result AviJl yet ap])car, 

Of what wc are, together, here,. 

And hero oiico inoro is a curiously subtle ])assiigo 
on love “ in the making,” which must wait, I sup- 
pose, for its popularity till the human heart under- 
stands itself better, and is franker with itself, but 
which will have its pojmlarity then. It is from 
** The I?othie of Toher-na-V iiolich,” the most buoyant 
and humorous poem of the higher kind produced 
in England during the present century. The 
enthusiast of the i)oem is descanting on the 
beauty which jdiysical labour adds to the charm of 
women : — 

Well, then, said llewson, resuming ; 
Ijfnigh if you jilease at my novel economy ; listen to this, 
tliojf'li ; • 

As for myself, and apart from economy wholly, believi; 
me, 

Never T properly felt the relation helwetui men and 
women, 

Thougli to the dancing-mastei 1 went perf(U*cc, for a 
quarter, • 

Where, in dismal quadrille, were gooil -looking girls in 
abundance, 

Though, too, schoolgirl cousins were mine — a bevy of 
beauties — 

Never (of course you will laugh, but of course all the 
j same I shall say it), 

Never, believe me, 1 knew of the feelings between men 
atid women, 
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Till ill .some vKlagc fields in liolidays now getting rjlujiid, 

One day sauntering “long and listless,” as Tennyson 'lias 

it, 

Long and listless strolling, ungainly in liobbadiboyliood, 

Chanced it my eye fell aside on a. capless, bonnet less 
maiden. 

Bending with three- pronged fork in a gaidcm ujirooting 
potatoes. 

Was it the air? who can say? or herself, or the cl i arm 
of her labour ? 

But a new thing was in me; and longing delicious 
] >ossessed m(*, 

Longing to take her and lift lier, and ])iit her away from 
her slaving. 

Was it embracing or aiding wjis most in my mind? hard 
(|uestion ! 

But a new thing was in me ; 1, too, was a youth among 
maidens : 

Was it the air ? who can say ? but in jiai t ’twas • the 
(■harm of the labour. 

Still, though a new thing uas in me, the pools levealed 
themsi'lves to me. 

And in my dreams by Miranda, Jior Ferdinand; ofUm I 
wandered, » 

Though all the iuss about girls, the giggling and toying 
and coving, 

Were not so strange as before, so incomprcliensible purely : 

Still, as before (and as now), balls, dances, and evening 
parties, 

Shooting with bows, going shopping together, and hear- 
ing them singing, 

Dangling beside them, and turning the leaves on the 
dreary piano, 

Olfcring unneeded arms, performing dull farces of escort, 

Seemed like a sort of unnatural iip-iii-the-air balhjon- 
work \ 

(Or what to me is as hateful, a riding about in a carriage), 



TlflO rNPlU’ULAUlTY OF CLOUGH 

I 'tier iviiiovcil fruiii work, juulher railli, ^ud the ol)jects 
* of UvlIl^^ 

Hungry and fainting fur food, you ask me lo join you in 
Hna])|)ing' 

What Imt a pink -paper eomiit, with inoltu romantic 
inside it? 

Wi&lung to stock me a garden, Tm sent to a taldo of 
iioHcga^'^s ; 

netl(*r a ciusi, of hJack bread Iban a mountain of papei- 
confections, 

lietter a daisy in i‘artb iban a dahlia cut and gathered, 

Better a cowslip with root than a prize carnation without 

it. 

That I allow, said Adam. 

Blit he, with the hit in his teeth, scarce 

Jh'catlnd a brief moment, and hurried cxultingly on 
with liis rider, 

Far over hillock, and i-unnel, and brambh', away in the 
champaign, 

Snorting defiance and force, the white foam flecking his 
flanks, the 

Hoin In'Hiiging loose to# his neck, and head projecting 
hehfie him. 

Oh, if they knew and considered, unhappy ones ! Oh, 
could they se('., could 

Blit tor a moment discern, how the blood of true gallantly 
kindles, 

How tlui old kngjlitly religion, the chivalry semi-quixotic, 

Stirs in the veins of a man at seeing some delicate 
A^'omaTl 

Serving him, toiling — for him, and the world ; some 
Lenderest girl, now 

OVea -weighted, expectant, of him, is it? who .shall, if 
only 

lJuly her bunicii be lightened, not wdiolly removed from 
her, mind you, 
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Lightened if l^iit by the love, the devotitni man only can ’ 
offei', 

Grand on her pedestal rise as nrn-bearing statue of 
Hellas 

Oh, could tluiy feel at such moments how man’s heart, as 
into l^den 

Carried anew, seems to see, like the gardener of earth 
uncorrii})ted, 

Eve from the band of her Maker advancing, an help meet 
for him, 

Eve from his own llesh taken, a spirit restored to his 
spiiit, 

Spirit but not spirit only, himself whatever himself is, 

Unto the mysLory’s end sole helpmate meet to I.h' with 
him ; — 

Oh, if they sfiw it and knew it ; we soon should sec them 
abandon 

Boudoir, toilette, carriage, drawing-room, and ball-room, 

Satin for womted exchange, gros-de-naples fur plain 
linsey-woolsey, 

Sandals of silk for clogs, for health lackadaisical fancies ! 

So, feel women, not dods ; so feel the sap of existence 

Circulate uj) through their roots from the far-away centre 
of all things, * 

Circulate uj) from the depths to the bud on the twig that 
is topmost ! 

Yee, we should see them delighted, delighted ourselves in 
the seeing, 

Bending with blue cotton gown skirted ^ up over striped 
linsey-woolsey, 

Milking the kine in the field, like Bach cl, warning cattle, 

Eachel, when at the well the predestined beheld and 
kissed her, 

Or, witli pail upon head, like Dora beloved of Alexis, ‘ 

Comely, with well -poised pail over neck arching soft to 
tile shouldei’s, 

Comely in gracefullest act, one arm uplifted to stay it, 
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Hdine I'roni the river oi* piuup moving stately and calm 
•to the laundry ; 

Ay, df>i]ig lioiis'cliold work, as many sweet girls 1 liave 
looktHi at, 

Needful household work, which somti one, after all, must 

do, 

Needful, graceful therefore, as washing, cooking, and 
scouring, 

O!', if yt)u i)leasii, with the fork in the garden uprooting 
potatoes. 

That is not a picture of love, but a picture of the 
initial stages of love, and of that which often pre- 
vents love from rijioning. Nor can such a picture 
bo popular w-hilc the mind shrinks from looking in 
the face the poor beginnings of its own highest 
powers. One day, however, Clough wdll vindicate 
the justice of Mr. Loweirs judgment on him, though 
that day may not be yet. Arnold will, perhajis, 
grow to even greater popularity before the gi owtb 
of Clough’s po})ularity begins. But begin it will, 
and wax, ^. 00 , to a poinj as high, ^lerhaps, as Arnold’s 
over will •be, for Clough^s rapture and exultation, 
when they reach their highest points, arc beyond 
the rapture and exultation of Arnold, though his 
music is less carefully modulated, and his pictures 
less exquisitely framed. 



AMIKL AND CLOUGH 

Mks. Hum 1*11 kky Ward, in the in tores ting introduc- 
tion which she pietixcs to her beautiful translation 
of /Iwiel’s Journal^ indicates, thougli not as I shoukl 
have been disposed to do, the close analogy between 
Ainicrs dread of practical life and Clough’s dread 
of j)ractic«il life. And there certainly was a close 
analogy, as well as a wide difference between their 
views. Ainiel, it is clear, never did anything at all 
equal to his ])owers, through a jealous regard for his 
own intellectual independence. He could not bear 
to commit himself to any practical course which 
would moi’tgage, as it were, Ifis intellectual* freedom. 

“ The life of thought alone,” he wrote, seems to 
me to have enough elasticity and immensity to be 
free enough from the irreparable ; j)ractical life 
makes me afraid.” And yet he knew that a certain 
amount of practical life was essential even to a true 
intellectual life, only ho was anxious to reduce that 
practical life to a minimum, in order that the in- 
tellectual life might remain as free as possible. 

Clough, too, had the greatest distrust of the 
practical ties into which he felt that the tenderitess 
of his nature would bring him. The whole drift of 
his Jmonrs dc Voi/aje was to show that fidelity to 
the intellectual vision is inconsistent with the class . 
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of coiuicctions into which the soiitimeiit<i of atcmler 
hcait bring men; not only inconsistent with them, 
hut so superior to them, that sooner or later the 
intellect would Jissert its independence and break 
through the dreams to which, under the inHuoricc 
of feeling, men submit themselves. The dillerencc 
between the two niOTi’s views was in substance this 
-Amiel rather condemned himself for his fastidious 
assei tion of intellectual freedom, and held that had 
his character been stronger, he wnmld have embarked 
more boldly on practical life, and would have made 
a bettor use of bis talents in consoc|uonce : Clough, 
on the contjary, rather comlemned himself for the 
weakness that allowed him to drift into the closer 
human ties. Ho speaks of them as more or less 
unreal, as more or less illusions, out of which ho 
must some day recover, and return to the assertion 
of his Intel lectufil freedom. Amiel reproached 
himself for not trusting his instincts more, and for 
living the self -conscious life so much; Clough 
re[)ruachcd himself for letting his instincts disjmse 
of him s6 much, and Sor not resist ing the illusions 
into which his instincts betrayed him. It is very 
curious to comj)are the ditlerorit modes in which the 
Genevan student of Hegelian philosophy and the 
Knglish student of Greek thought, writing at very 
nearly the same time, express the same profound 
terror of embaiTassing themselves by all sorts of tics 
witli the narrowness and imperfections of the human 
lot. To AiniePs case, however, in s])ite of the moral 
self-reproach with which he viewed his intellectual 
fastidiousness, it was undouljtedly in groat measure 
the contagion of Ifegelian Pantheisiii which made 
h/rn fancy that lie could identify himself with the 
universal soul of things j and, on the other hand, 
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it was the ti’midity of an excessive moral sensitive- 
ness which made it intolerable to him to enter* into 
the very heart of practical life, with the fear before 
his eyes that he might create for himself a lifelong 
regret by talcing an irreparable false step. This, 
he seems to say, was the reason why he never 
married, just as it was in part the reason why 
Clough, in his Amoum da Voffciga^ makes his hero 
reproach himself for his desire to marry. Ainiel 
felt that to enter into a relation of which he had the 
highest ideal, and then to find it far below his ideal, 
would entail on him a shame and remorse which ho 
would simply be unable to endure. And at the 
very close of his life, he writes, with much less of 
his usual feeling of self-reproach, a sort of defence 
of his own detachment from the world. He 
declares that to have done anything voluntarily, 
whicli should bring upon him an inner slKimo, 
would have been unendurable to him. T think,’* 
he says, I fear shame worse than death. Tacitus 
said, ‘Omnia serviliter pro doiiiinatione.’ My tend- 
ency' is j list the contrary. E^i:3n when i t is olun tary , 
dependence is a burden to me. I should blush to 
find myself determined by interest, submitting to 
constraint, or becoming the slave of any wull what- 
evei*. To me, vanity is slavery, self-love degrading, 
and utilitarianism meanness. I detest the ambition 
that makes you the liege man of sofiuithing or some 
one — 1 desire simply to be my own master. Jf I 
had health, I should be the freest man I know. 
Although perhaps a little hardness of heart would 
be desirable to make me still more independent . . 

I only desire what 1 am able for ; and in this way I 
run my head against no wall, I cease oven to be 
conscious of the boundaries which enslave me. I 



AMIKL AND CLOUGH 


319 


take care to wish for rather less than i^in my power, 
that I may not even be reminded of the obstacles 
in my way. Renunciation is the safeguard of 
dignity. Let us strip ourselves if we would not be 
stripped.” There you have the moral seciet of 
Anders pride without the self-blaino with which he 
usually accompanied it. llis pride was due partly 
to a moral dread of incurring responsibilities he 
could not bear,--- “responsibility,’' he said, “is my 
moral nightmare,” — and partly to the dread of 
appearing ridiculous and contemptible to himself if 
he could find liiniself unequal to them. I'hat re- 
luinds me very much of the s])irit which Cardinal 
Newman, as a young man, — before he entered his 
great Tractarian mission, — rebuked in himself : — 

Time was I shrank from what was right 
From fear of what wiia wrong ; 

I would not brave the sacred tight 
Localise the foe was strong. 

Jhit now I cast that finer sense 
* And sorer tlliaiue aside ; 

Such dread of sin was indolence, 

Such aim at Heaven was pride. 

Amiol’s feeling is absolutely described in these lines, 
though the keen censure cast upon it by Dr. 
Newman was •probably not reliocted — at least in 
the latter part of his career — in Amiel's own 
conscience. But, as I have already hinted, there 
was doubtless another and a more intellectual 
strand of feeling — the deep impression that by 
binding himself in a number of complex relations to 
oMy half-known or utterly unknown human beings, 
— to jiersons who might disappoint him bitterly, 
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and to chikb’cn unborri who might turn out any- 
thing but l)eings to whom ho c*oul(l sustain tho c,lose 
tie of fatherhood —he should frittei’ aw'ay the 
power of reverie in wliich he took such delight. 
Under the spell of some of tbe more amln’lious 
German })hilos()])hies, he fancied he could identify 
himself with the soul of things; and this dreaming 
pow’er he valued, as it seems to me, nnnih beyond 
its real worth, if indeed that worth were real at 
all 

My privilege is to be the spc'ctalor of my owti lifc- 
(Iranui, to he fully coiiscioua of the tragi -comedy of my 
owni destiny, and, more than that, to he in the secret of 
tin* tragi-coinedy itself —that is to say, to be uriahle to 
tal<e niy illusions stM*iously, to see mys(df, so to s]>eak, fj'mii 
the theatre on the stage, or to he like a man looking 
from beyond the tomb into existence. I feel myself forced 
to feign a particular interest in my individual ]iart, wliili* 
all the time I am li\ing in the CMmlidenci* of the poet 
wlio is playing wdtli all these ag(‘nts which seem so 
important, and knows all that they are ignorant of. It 
is a strange pOhitiun, and one ^\<llich heconn'S gainful as 
soon as grief obliges me to betake myself oinu^ more to 
my ow'ii little role, binding mo closely to it, and warning 
im* that 1 am going too far in imagining myself, because 
of rny con va^rsat ions with the dispensed from taking 
lip again my mod(;st part of valet in the piece. Sliak(‘- 
H])eai'e must have exjierienced this fejding often, and 
‘‘ Hamlet,” I think, must expreas it somewhere. It is a 
Doppel<jau(jcrie^ quite. German in character, and whie,h 
explains the disgust with imlity, and tin*. re])iignanc(* 
to public lift*, HO common among the thinkers of 
Germany. There is as it were a degradation, a Gnostic 
fall in tluis folding one/s wings and going Ixick again 
into tJie vulgar shell of one^s own individuality. Without 
grief, whicli is the string of thi.s veiiture.some kite, man 
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woiil<l floar loo qiii(;kly and too and ttie chosen souls 
woirfd be lost to the race, like balloons which, save for 
gravitation, would never return from the eiripyrcan. 

This passage gives the intellectual facet of the 
moral feeling at the root of Ainiels “finer sense” 
and “sorer shame” — the moral feeling that made 
him wshrink from all sorts of practical responsibility, 
lest he should undertake what was beyond him, or 
lose his complete detachment from the narrowness of 
life. The two feelings together — the love of reverie 
in the larger sense, and the dread of resj)onsihility, 
— sealed up his life almost hermetically in his own 
bosom, and made him a stranger to the world. He 
longed to free himself from the narrow shell of his 
own individuality, and consequently dreaded accept- 
ing duties and obligations which would have made 
that individuality more definite and more 0])prcsRive. 
And yet Amiel felt himself tied down to this 
narrower life by one string which he could not ignore. 
When he felt the touch of grief, which, as Mrs. 
BrowninJ says, is sonTething more than love, since 
“ grief, indeed, is love, and grief besides,” then he 
was aware that he was hemmed within the conditions 
of a distinct individual lot, that he was seeking some- 
thing which he could not obtain, while yet he could 
not suppress, or even wish to suppress, his desire to 
obtain it. Grief brought home to him the strict 
limits of his individuality as nothing else brought 
them home. He could deny himself the more 
intimate ties of life, but be could not deny himself 
gribf for the severance of such ties as he had. He 
could not soar above his own individual nature when 
his heart was bleeding. I'hen he felt that it was 
not for him to look at his own life with an impartial 
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imagination/ aa he would look at any other person’s, 
or as Shakesj)oarc might have looked at one of the 
characters he had created ; for then ho felt that 
throb of anguish Avhich he could not evade by any 
soaring or imaginative wings, however lofty and 
free the flight. His intcllccl was held captive by 
his griefs, — otherwise, as he said, he might almost 
have lost his individuality in the ecstacy of reverie. 

Clough’s attitude of mind towards thc.so practical 
ties, of which he, too, dreaded the constraining 
power, w'as very diflcrcnt. He evidently regarded 
the intellectual life as the true life, and the life of 
ordinary man as more or less a condescension Lo 
conditions within which his nature could never 
suffci* itself to bo long confined. He looked at the 
actual experience of his sensitive and tender nature 
with a little amusement and a good deal of contemjit. 
This is how ho makes his hero lecture himself, for 
instance, when he finds himself gradually falling in 
love ; -- 

Yes, I am going, I feel it, — T fCel find cannot ;‘ecalJ it, — 
Fii.siiig with this Ihiiig and that, entering into all sorts 
of relations, 

Tying 1 know not what ties, which wlnitever they are, 
T know one thing, 

Will and must, woe is me, be one day })aiul\illy broken — = 
Broken with painful remoi’ses, with j^a’inkings of soul 
and relen tings, 

Foolish delays, more foolish evasions, most foolish 
renewals, 

But I have made the ste]), have (piitted the shij) of 
U ly.sses. 

Quitted the sc'a and the shore, passed into the magi^cal 
island ; 

Yet on my lij)s is the woJy, medicinal, offered of Hermes. 


c 
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T have come into the precinct, tlie In^vrinth (*Ios(‘s 
•around me, 

Path into path rounding slyly ; J pace slowly ou, and 
th(? t'ancy, 

Struggling awhile to sustain the long sequenciis, weary, 
l)eu ildered. 

Fain must collapse in desi)air ; I yiehl, 1 am lost, and 
know nothing ; 

Yet in my bosom unbroken remaineth the clue; I shall 
use il. 

Lo, with the rope on my loins 1 d«"scend through tlu* 
tissure, f sink, yet 

Inly secure in the strength of invisible arms up abov(‘ 

• mti ; 

Still, wberesoever f bwing, wherever to sliore, or to 
oheJl, or 

P’loor ol' cavern nntroddi u, shell sprinkhid, enchanting, 
I know 1 

Vet sh.'dl one lime leel the strong coid tighten about 
nu*,- - - 

Feel it, relentless, upbear mo from spots I would rest in ; 
and tliongh the 

Rope MNiijo wiklly, T famt, crags wound me, from crag 
unto •rag I'c- 

Bounding, or, wide in the void, [ die ton deaths, ere the 
end I 

Yet shall plan; firm loot on the broad lofty spaces 1 
cpiit, shall 

Feel undei iieath me again the great massy stnmgths of 
abstraetiori, * 

Look yet abroad fj’oni the lieiglit o’er the sea wdiose 
salt wave I hav^e tasted. 

Evifhijitly to Clough’s mind “the great massy 

strengths of abstraction ” wore the levels on which 

hc^could tread firmly, while all the experiences he 

^ was destined to undergo in the region of fooling 
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were a sort of illusion, a sort of dream. To Amiel, 
grief was the cord that kept him from soaring«into 
aimless reverie. To Clough, thought was the rope 
that kept him from sinking into the enchantments 
of a world of illusions, lie trusted his thoughts, 
not his feelings. Clough^s feelings charmed him 
away from the life of thought, and thought brought 
him home again to the real and solitl. Amiel’s 
thoughts charmed him away from the life of feeling, 
and his feelings brought him home again to the 
real and solid. 

Was either of them right *? J should say not. 
Thought undoubtedly docs correct, with mvst. 
salutary inseparability, the illusions of feeling. 
And, again, feeling does correct, and correct with 
ecpiully salutary inseparability, the day-dieams of 
thought. Tlie man who habitually (listrusts his 
feelings is just as certain to live in a world of 
illusions as the man who habitually distrusts his 
thoughts. liut undoubtedly Amiel, who alloAved 
the illusions of imaginative reverie and intellectual 
freedom to govern his career’ much more (tbsolutcly 
than Clough allowed his faith in “ the massy 
strengths of abstraction to govern his career, made 
the greater mistake of the two. Had Amiel not 
been so sedulous to ward off the pressure of re- 
.sponsibilities to which he did not feel fully equal, 
he might doubtless have made ' mistakes, and 
entered into relations which he would have found 
painful to him and a shock to his ideal. But the 
truth is those l elations, which are not all we desire 
them to be in human life, which are not ideal 
relations, are of the very essence of the discipline 
of the will and of the affections, and no man ever 
yet escaped them without escaping one of the 
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most useful experiences of hunuin fife. A.miel, 
like* Clough, was far too much afraid of hampering 
the frcjo play of his intellect. No man ever yet 
did great work in the world without hani]>cring 
the free play of his intellect. And yet it is no 
jiaradox to say that no man ever yet had the 
highest command of his intellect who had not, 
times without number, hampered Its fiee play, in 
ordei' that he might enter more deeply into the 
dociicr relations of the human heart. 
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Tir(.)SK who wish to know what the lat<i Master 
of Rilliol really was, should not content thenioch c;s 
with reading Mr. Lionel Tollemache’s very interest- 
ing sketch of him, which havS just been republished 
with additions by Pklwavd Arnold, but should study 
also the College Sermons, which the Dean of Ripon 
has just edited and Mr. Murray published. Mr. 
Tollcmache, who himself evidently agrees more 
with the sceptical side of Jowett than with his 
spiritual side, more with his head than with his 
heart, tells us very justly that the secret of his 
friend’s unique fascination lay in this, that while 
his head was the head of a sceptic, his heart was 
the heart of a saint ; but he <loes not add what 1 
think is the truth, and was almost equally of his 
essence, that while those who felt fascinated by the 
saint were sure to hear from him reproofs that 
came from the sccjitic, those who were fascinated 
by the scejitic were sure to hear from him reproofs 
that came from the saint. In the present state of 
Pmglish religion nothing is more remarkable tMin 
the almost equal balance iti many minds between 
Tennyson’s “Two Voices.” Mr. Tollemacho has 
happily prefixed to his sketch three verses from 



BENJAMIN JOWETT 327 

tlirit bcjiutiful poom, the most clmnicteristic of 
wliich telJs us of nioii — 

Who, rowing h;ii-4 against tlio stn;ani, 

Saw distant gates of Kdeii gleam, 

And did not die.am it was a dream. 

Jowott- can hardly bo described as “rowing hard 
against the stream,” for he alternately dnited with 
it and row^cd against it ; but to those wdio drifted 
with it he seemed to be rowdng against it, and to 
those who rowed against it he seemed to be drifting 
Avith it. Mr. Tolloniache tells us that Jowett once 
.‘Aid of one of the ajiologists for Christ i.inity, “Jfe 
is trying to pitch the standard of belief too high 
for the [iresont age.” That exactly describes what 
Jowett endeavoured, with his whole strength, to 
avoid, lie tried, on the contrary, to pitch the 
standard of belief just as high as he thought the 
jiresent age would bear, but no higher, lie en- 
deavoure<l to hit the pro.scnt ago between wind aiul 
water, betw'een the incredulity of scientitie doubt 
with i^ higher criticism, and the faith of the 
believing heart, lie was a Idatonist who could not 
endure the naked and negative school of incredulous 
criticism, but who Avas ecpially unable to endure 
the devout paradoxes of the saintly believer. Ho 
encouraged his pupils to seek success in the Avorldly 
sense, success in their professiojis, success in their 
ambitions, success iri their intellectual endeavours. 
But he bad no sooner jiersuaded iheiii to aim at 
sueh success than he added, in the true spirit of 
the saint, “ But what is success ? not in the more 
vulgar sense of the tortn, as when we speak of men 
succeeding in life Avho obtain riches, lionours, great 
offices, or ])refmments ; but Avhat is success in the 
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higher sense, Uie success of the mind, if I may use 
such a term, in which man is raised not only ab«ve 
other men, but above himself; in which he l)ecomes 
more and more his own master, and is not over- 
powered l)y circumstances, but is lord over them.’’ 
{(College j). 250.) The two voices are heard 

even in this attempt to raise the standard of young 
men’s ambitions, for Jowett goes on to say that his 
hearers should not fix their minds loo exclusively 
on the higher kind of success : — 

Not excliKliiif^, then, this liuinble cfirc* of jiiaking a 
livelihood, J will ask oiH;e more, What ih .suecess ; ,iTid^, 
what idea of it shall we pro]>ose to ourselvt's? To liavi* 
cani(?(l out some one jmrpo.s(j or design during twenty or 
thirty yeai's, to have contrihutecl sensibly lo tlie b:ij)])i- 
nesH of otliers, or to hav<‘ kept a family logethe.r ; to 
Iiave oblaiiKHl a fair share of this world's goods.; to have 
addiid something real, if not very great, to the slock of 
human knowledge ; to have been a good U^acbcM* ; to have 
succeeded in a jirofession and y(*t to have risen above it ; 
— whoever seeks or ot‘tain.s any of these aims cnuiiol be 
.said to have lived in vain; as the. world goes, ” lie may 
fairly claim to he called a succe.ssfnl man. There may be 
success of a still higher kind, of which I will hereafter 
say a few words. T3ut speaking generally, the above 
may be regarded a.s a tolerably acciirali* (lescri[)tion of 
what men call success in life such as we should dc^sire for 
our.se] ves or our friends. » 

There the Master of Balliol was very careful not 
“to pitch his standard too high for the present 
age.” But he recurs to the higher strain before he 
concludes; — 

The considerations whicli have l)i*on placed hoforo 
you in this sermon relate chietly to our earthly life, and 
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yet they may receive eorreetion anti eiihiri^^tiiieiit iVom tlie 
thuiiglit of anotlier. For there is an eternal t^lenieiit 
even in worldl}'’ f^in cohS, when, amid all the rivalrn;s of 
this world, a man has sought to live according to the 
will of <iod, and not according to the opinion of men. 
\Vhat(‘ver there was of justice, of jmrily, or disiiiterebted- 
nesy in him, or (’hrist-like virtue, or resignation, or love 
"C the trulli, shall never pass away. Wlieii a man feels 
that earthly icwaids are hut for a iiiv-ment, and that his 
triK* self and true life have yet to a])pear ; when he 
recognises that the (*du(^ition of the individual beginning 
here is contiuiK'd hm-eafter, and, like the education of 
the human lacc, is ever going on ; when he is cunscivuis 
v'.nt he is part of a whole, and himself and all uIIut 
i ieatures are in the hands of (tod ; — then his mind may 
be at rest : he has nothing more to fe^ir ; he has attained 
to peac(i, and is e(|ually til to live or die. 

NTct no one would, I think, gather from Mr. 
'rolloinacho’s little book that he often pressed the 
more s.aiiitly view of life upon his jiupils with as 
mucli earnestness as passages of this last kind 
embody* The diflerefice between Tenll\^son^s “Tw’o 
Voices” and dowett’s “Two Voices” was this, that 
while Tennyson intended to make the higher voice 
silence the lower, Jowett intended to reconcile them 
so far as “ 'I'he heavy and the \veary widght of all 
this unintelligible world ” would admit of their 
reconciliation. 

Now, as a matter of fact, these two voices hardly 
do admit of complete reconciliation. And .TovvetFs 
fascination for the more eager spirits of our modern 
life consisted in his readiness to talk, and to talk 
earnestly, in both strains. Even intellectually he 
spoke with both voices. No question could be more 
critical for the ethical ideal of our life tlnin the 
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question of Determinism and Free-will, and even 
there he follo^^od the cue of his great master And 
sided with Plato, who, while an idealist in all his 
yearnings, was a deterrninist in his theory. There 
is no passage in Mr. Tollemache’s little sketcli more 
characteristic than his account of Jowett’s attitude 
on the (luestion of Determinism and Free-will. Mr. 
Tollemache tells us that Jowett sometimes, as in his 
essay on Casuistry, wseemed to recommend aerpues- 
cence in conventional morality, but sometimes “ faced 
about and became a moralist of the iirst water” 
(]). 1 18). And then he goes on to give us this 
characteristic story : — ••t'' 

Another question hearing on that of tin' lieinousness 
of sin is the question of Philosophical Xticessity. One of 
the ‘‘stodgy (piestions” which, as an nnciorgradiiatc, f ))ut 
to Jowett was whether he believed in Ncc(*.sflity -or in Free- 
will. J . — “ 1 believe in Nccessikv in the sense of believ- 
ing that our actions are dctexiniued Ijy motives.” T , — 
“Tliat admission seems to me to cover the entire ground. 
But would it do to act on the belief?’' J. — (langiiing) -- 
“If W’c begin to act on the beliei^ we shall hav(V to tiiin 
you out of the College,. (More seriously) No, whatever 
one may think about the abstract question, one does not 
mean tliat ii is the same thing to he walking along the 
street of one’s Pree-will and to he dragged- along it 
against one’s will. Necessity, wdu‘,n riglitly underatood, 
remains a sort of theory in the backgroiu and one acts 
in much the same ^vay whe,llier one ]»e,lieves in it or not,” 

Yet, if it ho true, a.s .lowott once said in his introduc- 
tion to Plato’s rhmio, that “ wc are more certain 
of our ideas of truth and right than we are of the 
existence of God,” it must bo evident that the 
conviction that we are all determined by our motives, 
and never determine them for ourselves, would over- 
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ride our religious feelings iiiid the atitliorily of our- 
cctiisciericet^, instead of subniitting itself to the 
autlujrity of coiiscitincc. t) o wett was always attc^nipt- 
irig to reconcile the language of the higher of 
Tennyson’s “Two Voices” to the lower, but always 
fail(Ml in tlie atteni])t. Mr. Tollomachc recognises 
this somewhat too clearly for a “discij)le,” unless he • 
?cally thinks that it is right to ;:c 4 nire a certain 
“obliquity of vision,” for he says in one place that 
.lowett “tried to be a philosojdier, moralist, anrl 
preceptor all at once. As a philosoidicr, he looked 
at the world from the outside, and, so looking, he 
limly t)erceiv(id -or (what is much (he same thing) 
he wa.s conscious of trying not to pci ceivc — that all 
is vanity. As a moralist he looked at the world 
fj’om the insitle, ami almost convinced hiinself that 
all is an iTitense reality. 1 hope it is not <aii over- 
strained metaphor to add that, if he looked at the 
world with one eye, a.s it were, from the outside, 
and with the other eye from the inside, the result 
could hardly fail to bo an occasional obliquity of 
mental^vision.” AnTl in another ])laco he says that 
dowett let his two jarring personalities “go career- 
ing about i?i op])osirc directions,” .iiid concludes that 
“ to any logical disci]deof Jowett’s, as well as to any 
disciple of I’attison’s, the sense of sin has a ghostly 
im])rcssiveness, and indeed has much in common 
with t.hc representation of a ghost «)n the stage, 
he distinctly secs it, but oho hr rern ilrroHfj/i if ” (p. 1 25). 

Yet Jowott’s heart somotiiiies completely 
mastered his head. Tii the singularly touching and 
Aiuch more than pathetic, almost overwhelming, 
piossage which he .sent to the College from his sick- 
bed in October 1891, the higher of Tennyson’s “Two 
Voices” is heard in lonely supremacy, and there is no 
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iitlcmpl at all ’Yo reconcile it with the lower voice, 
lie begins with a message, but the message so6n 
passes into a prayer, whi(;h is all the more over- 
powering for the ])erfectly simple and unpretentious 
accent with which it opims : — 

Most of ns Ij.'ive been wanting in the clear desire and 
wish to serve (lod and our fellovv-inen. At the critical 
times of life w^e have not done justice to ourselves. Wr* 
have not tried enough to see ourselves as \v(i are., or to 
know the world as it truly is. Wo have drilbvl witli 
society, instead of forming independciiit princi[)Ies of our 
owni. We have thought too much of ourselves, and oj' 
what is being said about us. We have cared moiv foj* 
the opinion of others than for the truth. Wo have not 
loved others in all classes of society as Thou, () Loid, ha^t 
loved us. We have not thanked Thee suthciently Tor the, 
treasures of knowledge, and for the o])portunilies of <loing 
good w’hich Thou hast giveu us m this latUT day. Wii 
have worri(^d ourselves too much about the ladigious 
gossip of the age, and have not considered enougli the 
fixed forms of truth. We have been indohmt, and l.ave 
made many excuses for ialliiig slioi'l- in Thy W'ork': And 
now, 0 Lord, in these dltficult times, when there is a 
seeming op])Ositioii of knowdedgi* and faith, and an 
accumulation of facts beyond the power of the human 
mind to conceive ; and good men «)f all religions, moie 
ainl more, meet in Thee ; and the strife between classes in 
society, and between good and evil in oul* own souls, is 
not less tliaii of old ; and the love of pleasure and the 
desire -of the flesh are always coming in between us and 
Thee ; and we cannot rise above these things to see the 
light of Heaven, hut are tossed upon a sea of troubles ; 
we pray Thee be our guide, and strength, and light, that, 
looking up to Thee always, we may behold the rock on 
wdiich we stand, and be confident in the word which 
Thou hast spoken. 



BENJAMIN JOWEIT 


333 


1 Uiirdly know any other passage in the literature 
o^,our religious life which is more subduing in the 
simplicity of its adoration than that. It seems to 
embody the whole drift of the Apostle John’s 
language — “The world passeth away and the lust 
thei’eof, but he that doeth the will of God abideth 
for ever.” Surely that is not only a victory of 
faith, but a retractation, like one of St Viigustine’s 
rqfractations, of much that Jowebt had said when 
he earnestly endeavoured not to pitch “ the standard 
of faith too high for the present age.” Here 
judgment is passed on “the highest criticism of the 
age,” and the decision of what he had sometimes 
treated as “the ITlliinate Court of Appeal’’ is 
soleinidv reversed. 



A ori:at poet of denial and revolt 

Not many years ago 8ir Josej)!! Arnoiild, one of 
oiir Rombay judges, decided a suit in favour of the 
heir of the Chief of ‘‘the Assassins,’' — the man 
known and feared among the Crusaders as “ the 
Old Man of the Mountain.” I have now before 
me a translation of one of the great poems of the 
world, written apparently by the intimate college 
friend, as we might say, of “the old Man of the 
Mountain ” in question, Oxnar Khayyam, a great 
Persian astronomer, who rectified the Calendar, and 
was educated by the same Mohammedan sfige as 
that Hassan of sinister celebrity to whom I have 
referred. The story, preserved by a grand vizier 
of the Sultan of Khorassan, is that ho himself, 
Hassan, and this Omar Khayydm, subsequently the 
poet-astronomer of whom 1 am writing, made a 
boyish league together that whichever of them 
prospered in life, should share his wealth equally 
with his two friends. Nizam -ul-Mulk was the 
fortunate one in question, rising, as I have said, to 
be grand vizier of the Sultan, and his friends 
claimed his performance of the promise : Hassar 
asking wealth and office, and betraying his friend 
when it was granted, oven to the point, it is said, 
of afterwards ordering, as Chief of the Assassins, 
334 
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the assassination of his patron ; and Omar Khayyani 
asking only protection, leisure, and a inocl orate 
competence, to enable him to study and think in 
peace. It was he who composed the wonderful 
poem of which Mr. Edward Fitzgerald’s marvellously 
fine translation now lies before me, — together with 
Mr. Schiitz -Wilson’s interesting essay in the Con- 
temporary jRevieWj which has called the attention of 
Ei^lish literary men to it not too soon, for indeed 
it is somewhat a disgrace to us that sucjh a 
translation of such a poem should have been 
amongst us for fifteen years without becoming 
^nerally known. 

I cannot, however, agree with Mr. Schiitz 
Wilson’s estimate of the poem in other respects. 
It should, I think, take rank rather as the poem of 
Revolt and Denial, the song of speculative Nihilism 
and cynical sensualism, than as a poem of the stamp 
which the Contemporary Reviewer claims for it, — 
namely, one which “denies divinely the divine,” 
and is full of “ the unconscious faith which complains 
to the* Deity of it* inability to comprehend the 
divine.” Of this character I confess that I cannot 
find a trace in Mr. Edward Fitzgerald’s magnificent 
translation, — a translation which confessedly selects 
all the finest verses of the Oriental poem, and 
leaves only the most sensual still under the veil of 
the Persian*" original. With something of the 
cynical force of Byron, and something, too, of the 
humorous and familiar case of Goethe, the writer 
of this poem (though a contemporary, as Mi\ 
Schiitz- Wilson reminds us, of Meniy II. and fair 
Rosamond) expends his whole power in showing 
what a mockery of man is imiilicd in irreversible 
laws of creation ; and he accom})lishes his task with 
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iill the grasp of a thinker of first-rate calibre and 
all the bitterness of a defiant lieart. As for noble- 
ness in any moral sense, it seems to me utterly 
absent from this tine poem, which of course should 
be judged by a Mohammedan, and not by a 
Christian standard. What we have to ask of a 
poet of this gj'asp and depth of roll ectiven ess is 
this, — has he seized and kept faithful to the nobler 
elements in the religion in which he was bron^jhl 
lip, while revolting against its unrealities and 
insincerities ? Is the defiance duo only to refusing 
to believe a lie, or is it due also to impatience of 
the yoke of a spiritual restraint? Now, when evcL 
a Mohammedan poet has nothing to preach but the 
intolorableness of the iron law of nccessily, the 
wisdom of jdunging into sensual delights, and th<j 
futility of spiritual hopes, it seems to me pretty 
certain that his defiance is compounded equally of 
affinity for what is evil in Mohammedanism and 
resistance of what is good in it, — a scorn for its 
incredible concepLion of a despotic Omnipotence, 
and of impatience of its actual 'demands for sobriety 
and justice. Add to this that Omar Khayyam was, 
as I have already said, a great astronomei*, who 
rectified the Calendar by a correction better than 
that which determined the Julian year, and little 
inferior to that which determined the Gregorian, 
and that in spite of his love of science and knowledge 
of it, through the whole of this poem there runs 
no less , cynical a scorn of the speculative intellect 
than of the moral law, and we shall have some reason 
to suppose that while Mohammedanism was un- 
questionably far too small for his intellect, it was 
not the mere nan owness of that creed which induced 
him to rebel against it, but also some of its imperious 
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demands on his better nature. Also* had he been 
a t«*ue disciple of the sciences into which he had 
plunged so deeply, he would at least have maintained 
the grandeur of speculative truth against the rude 
fatalism of the Mohammedan system, which, how- 
ever, he certainly does not do, for, as a j)oet at 
least, Omar had no respect for human knowledge, 
fie writes : — 


L\' 

Vou kiidvv, ruy I'rionds, with what a Lravc carouse 
f made a second marriage in my lioiise ; 

Divorced old l»arreii Ihi/i.^on from my he<b 
And took llie daugliter of tint Vine to spouse. 


LVIT 

All, hut my compulations, people say, 

Reduce Ihc year to better reckoning Nay, 
''Jbvas only striking fiom the (^aliuidai- 
LTiiliorti lo-moiTOw a«d tle.'ul yesterday. 

LVIT I 

And lately, by the tav«*rn-door agai)e, 

Came shining through the dusk an Angel -shape 
Bearing a^’essel on his shoulder ; and 
lie bid me taste of it ; and ’tvvas — the Gra]>e ! 


LIX 

*TI;c Grape that can with logic absolute 
^ 'the tw o-aiid-seventy jarring Beds confute; 
M’jie sovereign Ah-homist that in a triexi 
Life’s lejwlen nielal into gold transmute : 
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o LX 

The inighly Mahnuid, Allah -breathing Lord 
That all the niishidicviiig and black horde 
Of fears and visions that infest the soul, 

Scatters before him with his whirlwind swoi*d. 

LXI 

Why, be this juice the growth of Ood, who dared 
lilaspheinc* the twisted tendril as a snare V 
A blessing, we should use it, should w^c not ? 

And if a ciu'sc— why, then, who set it there ? 

LXIT 

I must abjure the halm of Life, f must, 

Scared by some After-reckoning ta’en on trust, 

Or lured with hope of some diviner drink, 

To fill the cup — when crumbled into dust ! 

LXITl 

Oh, threats of Hell and hopes, of Paradise ! 

One thing at least is certain —this life tlies ; ^ 

One thing is certain, and the rest is lies ; 

The llpwcr that once luis blow'n for ever dies. 

That is not the song of the sage whose reason has 
merely brolken through the trammel's of a narrow 
system, biiit of one who has lost his faith in 
reason as ir\uch as he has lost it in moral law, — 
and partly, yiorhaps, on the same ground, — that 
the yoke of bath was irksome to him. 

The finest thread in the poem, in a moral sense, 
is the vibrating chord of tenderness for the frailty 
of human existence which rings through it. In 
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this respect there is no cynicism. "The advice to 
ea^ and drink, for to-morrow we die, which is the 
burden of the son^ from beginning to end, at least 
does not choke the poet’s pity for those wdio have 
eaten and drunk and died, and who, ho thinks, 
have vanished like bubbles from the surface of 
tlie stream. There is a real passion, for instance, 
in the tone of these fine verses on the frailty of 
hnjpaii hopes and joys : — 

XVI 

^The worldly hope men set their hearts upon 
Turns as lies — or it ]U‘ospers; and anon, 

Like snow iijion the desert’s dusty face 
Lighting a little hour or two, was gone. 

XVII 

Think, in this batter’d caravanserai 
Wliose portals are alternate night and day. 

How sultan after sultan with liis pomp 
Abodft his destined Mjiir, and went his way. 

XVIII 

They say the lion and the lizard keep 

Tlie courts where Jainshyd gloried aud drank deep ; 

And Jlahiani, that great hunter- Ihe wild «Xbs 
Stamps o’ei' his head luit cannot break his sleep. ' 

XTX 

* I PoiiKitiniPs think that never blows so red 
The Rose as wdu‘re some buried Chesar l)led ; 

That every ITyaciuth the garden wears 
Dropt in her lap from some once lovely head. 
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^ XX 

And this reviving liurl) whose tender green 
Hedges the liver-lip on which we h^au — 

Ah, lean upon it liglitly! for who knows 
From what once lovely lip it springs nnseen ! 

The tenderiioss of that last verse, with its Oriental 
turn of expression, is as exquisite as any touch I 
know in poetry of the same stamp. But the 
tenderness of Omar for extinguished happiness, 
though it shows a kindly heart, is not, as far as 1 
can see, at all akin to the love which is too intense 
to believe the world a mockezy, — too humble t", 
believe that there is no l)ctter love at the source 
of things than exists in an ephemeral human heart. 
On the contrary, the lyrical pain with which Omai* 
contemplates the evanescence of all hnmaii joy 
is not so deep but what it is assufiged by the 
tribute of a poetical tear, after which it loses 
itself in its usual burden of mrpe diem^ whicli it 
repeats this time with even more than usual ardour. 
This is the verse which follou^s the tender regrets 
I have just quoted : — 


XXI 

Ah ! my bolovdd, fill the cuj) that clears 
To-T)ay of past regret and fiitiiui fears ; 

To-morii()W ?■— why, lo-morrow I may he 
Myself with yesterday’.^ seven thousand yeais. 

Groat as is Omar's command of all the imagery 
of human despondency, it takes a great deal of 
imagination to find in this poem, as Mr. Schut/- 
Wilson finds in it, “the unconscious faith which 
complains to the Deity of its inability to com- 
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})i*ehend the divine.” If there b(? any passage 
AvJlich approaches such faith at all, it is perhaps 
this : — 

XLIX 

Would you that spaugh* of existc'nci; spoud 
A>)(>ut TiiF. sj'X’RKT i <piick ahout it, IViond ! 

A hair, perhaps, divides the false and true, 

And upon what, prilhee, does iif<* deptuid i 

L 

A hair, perha])^, divhh'S the false and true; 

\'es, and a single Alepli wa^re the clue — 

Could you hill fiuil it— to the ln‘asure-house ; 
And perad venture to tJhi Master too-- 


LJ 

Whose scci’et ])resenct*, ihi'oiigh creation’s veins 
lluiining <[uicksi]vei-like, eludes your pains; 

Taking all sliapes from Mali to Main ; and 
They change and jierish all — but lie remains. 

• • 

LTI 

A nioineiil guessed — then back behind the fold, 
Iiriiiierst of darkness round the drama rolled, 

Which for the pastime of eternit y, 

He does Himsidf contrive, enact, behold. 

But even here the theism, or rather pantlioisni, 
which is certainly assorted or aj)j)ioachcd, takes 
a cynical turn, and the whole stage of life is said 
tD be a drama enacted for the jiastime of eternity. 
That is infinitely lower in tone than the noble 
pantheism of Slielley, which in mode of thought 
it so closely approaches : — 
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The One remains, the many change and pass, 

Heaven's light for ever shines, Earth's shadows 11} ; 
Life like a dome of many-coloured glass 
Stains the white radiance of Eternity. 

But if Omar does not approach even Shelley in the 
reverence with which ho views the power which 
runs through all the arteries and minute veins of 
life, certainly Shelley never oxpiessed with any- 
thing like Omar’s magnificence of grasp, and 
hardly did Professor Tyndall, or any othoi' prophet 
of the “ potentialities " of matter, even imagine, as 
he has done, the true emptiness of the woi-l^J 
regarded in the light in which modern radtcrialism 
regards it, as the vain j)ageantry engendered by 
a store of Proteus-1 ike physical force : — 

LXIV 

Strange, is it not ? that of the myriads who 
Before us passed the door of darkness thi oiigh, 

Not one returns to tell us of the road, 

Which to discover we must travel too. 

LXV 

The revelations of devout and loarn'd 
Who rose before us, and as prophets buni'd, 

Are all but stories which, awoke i'roni sleep, 

They told their fellows and to sleep return’d. 

LXVI 

T sot rny soul through the invisible, 

Some letter of that after-life to spell, 

And by-aiid-hy luy soul returned t(j me 
And answered, “ I myself am heaven and hell,” 
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LXVIl 

fleaveii but the vision of fiiiniVd dtsii-e, 

And hell the shadow of a soul on tire, 

Cast on the darkness into which ourselves, 

So late eiucrgod shall so soon expire. 

LX VI I r 

AVe are no other than a nioving row 
Cy' magic shadow-shapes that comii atwl go 
Round with this sun-illinuinM lantern held 
In midnight by the master of the show. 

LX IX 

Important pieces of the game he plays 
Upon this che(pier-boai-d of nights and days ; 

TIilher and thitlnu* moves, and checks, and slays, 
And one by one back in tin* closet lays. 

LXX 

The ball no ([uestion makes of Ayes or Noes, 

Rut right or left as st rikes the player goes, 

Anft lie that tossc4 you down into the field — 
He knows about it all, he knows, he knows. 

LX XI 

The moving finger writes, and having writ, 

Move^ on ; nor all your piety and wit 
Shall lur(? it back t-o cancel half a lino 
Nor all your tears wash out a woid of it. 

LXXII 

• And that inverted bowl they (Vill the sky, 
Whereunder crawling coop’d we live an<l die ; 

* Lift not your hands to it for help — for it 
As impotently rolls as you or I. 
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With earth's first clay tliey did the last man kiicaci, 
And there of the last harvest sow’d tlie s('.ed ; 

And the first morning of cniation wrote 
What the last (Imv ii of reckoning shall read. 

LXXIV" 

Yesterday this day^s madness did ]n‘cpare 
To-inoiTo\v h silence, Iriumph, or despair. 

Di'ink ! for you know not whence you came nor why, 
Drink ! for you know not why you go, nor where. 

There is certainly something in the OrienDil 
imagination Avhich surpasses all that A\’csiei n imagi- 
nation can effect in attempts to give a glini]>se of the 
infinite or absolute. No poetry existing, of course, 
appi’oaches the poetry of Isaiah and some of the 
Psalms in the sweep of its images. Put this may 
be attributed to the divine tiutli which insj)ii*e(l 
the thought. Turn, then, to this far from pious 
poctiy, the vei\7 poetry of revolt and despair, and 
observe witli whar majesty the mere infinitude of the 
panorama is depicted, even on the au'hoPs assump- 
tion that the whole panorama is a delusion and a 
snare. It is not mainly the breath of divine inspira- 
tion, 1 suspect, which gives to the Hebrew prophets 
their strange ease in conceiving the smallness of 
human things from a higher and Wider point of 
view, — it is rather the Eastern imagination, which 
seems much better fitted than the Western for 
escaping from the limitations of practical life and 
sweeping the horizon of an infinite world. The 
sceptic is as much more pow’erful in sweeping it, from 
the point of view of a scejitic, as is the believer in 
sweeping the same universe from the point of view^ 
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of M divine seer. And yet, Oriental fls he is, Omar 
is filways modern. 'Fake the follo^ving wonderful 
conversation among the clay images of a potter^s 
shop, which is intended to take oil’ the speculative 
imbecility of man in dealing with these large prob- 
lems. First sjieak two clay images, who may be 
said to represent, supjiose, the author of a Bridge- 
water treatise and a UniversaJist or Onilarian : — 

' LXXXIV 

Said one ainon^ them, “Surely not in vain 
My snlKslaiKie of the conmion cai tb was ta’(‘U 
And to this figure moulded, to h(' broke 
Or train|dcd Ivark to shapeless earth again.” 

lAXXV 

Then said a second, “ Ne’er a peevish l)oy 
Would br(‘ak the howl fi'oin w^hich he flrauk in joy, 
And he that with his hand the vomd made 
Will suiely nut in after-wrath destroy.” 

Whereii])on some porcelain representative of the 
“ dangeV^ns classes ”^Akes up the parable thus: — 

JAXXVl 

After a moimtiiiaiy silence spake 
Soniii vessel oi a mure ungainly make ; 

“They sneer at me for leaning all awry, — 

AVliatV did the hand, then, of the Potter shake 

After which a good-humoured Mephi»stopheles of 
Goethe’s easy-going kind speaks out, — 

“Why,” said another, “some th(*re aie wlio tell 
Of one who threatens he wall to^s to Hell 

The liieklCss Pot.'' he marred in makings — pish, 
a good fello\y and Twill he all ivell ; ” 
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surely no doxibtful anticipation of the Mephisto 
phelian speech with which Goethe’s ‘‘ dialogue- ivc 
heaven,” in the prologue to Faust, ends : — 

Von Zeit zii Zeit sell* ich den Altcn gern, 

IJnd hute micli mit ihm zu brechen, 

Es ist gar hubscli von eineu grossen 

So jnenschlich niit deni Teufel selbst zii spietilieii- 

Indecd, llic cas}'' cynicism of this conversation am3ng 
the clay j)ots expresses the profound scorn of the 
poet for all human solutions of the great enigma in 
a way which makes it really unintelligible how any 
one should find a deep faith beneath the tumult 
the poet’s soul. Indeed, I rather doUbt the tumult. 
Pity and scorn are its extreme limits, — no passion of 
love or of sufteriiig can be deciphered in it. The 
groat contemplative intellect of the man of science 
sets itself to work to show the futility of attempt- 
ing a solution of the problem of life. But, while he 
drops a tear over the illusions of humanity, ho re- 
mains calmly satisfied with himself for having found 
none, because he is sure that there is nor.'C to be 
found. 
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Miss 'Fhackkray gave one of her very chai'ming 
bookti the very unpi‘omising title of Miss JVilliams^ 
^'Di%ifiafionH. No better general reason why Mr. 
l^uskin failed as a [joet can bo assigned than by say- 
ing that the two heavy volumes of his poetry, which 
Mr. 0. Allen has just published, might properly be 
entitled “ Mr. Itiiskin’s Divagations.^^ There is 
really no wholeness in any one of these pieces of 
verso, no sign, that I have seen, in any one of them 
of having proceeded out of a vivid imaginative 
conception which filled his mind and heart, and 
which was eagerly struggling to embody in 
words. And yet Mr, Ruskin, as wo all know, is a 
great artist in speech. Any number of passages 
could be extracted from his prose writings in which 
speech is used with the most consummate art, goner- 
ally to call up sonic beautiful scene before the eye, 
sometimes to Tmpress a true criticism on the mind, 
not un frequently to satirise playfully or scornfully 
some weakness or worldliness of modern society. 
Open, for instance, his Sevefii Lamias of Architecture^ 
and we find this passage in the chapter on “The 
Lamp of Memory'* — analysing the eflect of the 
memory of the pftst on the impressions produced by 
a scene in the Jura — a passage in which the 
847 • 
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Splendour of the description almost rivals the 
magnificent vision -which it seeks to realise for 
us: — “I came out presently on the edge of the 
ravine : the solemn murmur of its waters rose 
suddenly from beneath, mixed with the singing of 
the thrushes among the pine boughs ; and, on the 
opposite side of the valley, walled all along as it 
was by grey cliffs of limestone, there was a haAvk 
sailing slowly off their brow, touching them nejuly 
with his wings, and with the shadows of the pines 
flickering upon bis plumage from above ; but with 
the fall of a hundred fathoms under his breast, and 
the curling pools of the gieen river gliding .viud 
glittering dizzily beneath him, their foam globes 
moving with him as he flew. Jt would be dilhcult 
to conceive a scene less dependent upon any other 
interest than that of its own secluded and serious 
beauty ; but the writer well remembers the sudden 
blankness and chill which were cast upon it when 
he endeavoured, in oi<ler more strictly to arrive at 
the sources of iis impressiveness, to imagine it, for 
a moment, a scene in some aboriginal forest of the 
New Continent. The flowers in an instant lost 
their light, the river its music; the hills became 
oppressively desolate ; a hcaAnness in the boughs of 
the darkened forest showed how much of their 
former power had been dependent upon a life which 
was not theirs, how much of the glory of the 
imperishable, or continually renewed, creation is 
reflected from things more jirecious in their memories 
than it, in its renewing. Those ever- springing 
flowers and ever-flowing streams had been dyed by 
the deep colours of human endurance, valour, and 
virtue ; and the crests of the sable hills that rose 
against the evening sky received a deeper worship, 
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l)ecauso their far shadows fell eastward*over the iron 
wal? of Joux and the four-square kee[) of CTvanson.” 
Or, again, taking up \\\)a Modern Painters, and, opening 
it almost at random, we read this tine criticism on 
the Venetian school of painting; — “Separate and 
strong like Samson, chosen from its youtli, and with 
the Spirit of (k)d visibly resting upon it; like him 
it warred in caieless strength, and wantoned in 
unti^iely pleasure. No Venetian })ainter ever 
worked with any aim beyond that of delighting the 
eye, or expressing fancies agreeable to himself or 
flattering to his nation. They could not be either 
Miniess they were religious. But he ilid not desire the 
I’cligion. Tie desired the delight. The ‘Assump- 
tion’ is a noble picture because Titian believed in 
the IVladonna. But he did not paint it to make atiy- 
une else believe in her. Ho painted it because he 
enjoyed rich masses of red and blue, and faces 
flushed with sunlight. Tintoret’s ‘Paradise’ is a 
noble pi(a.ure because lie believed in Paradise. But 
he did not ])aint it to make any one think of Heaven, 
but to l^rm a beautiffil termination for the hall of 
the Greater Council, Other men used their effete 
faiths and mean faculties with a high moial purpose. 
The Venetians gave their most earnest faith and 
the lordliest faculty to gild the shadows of an ante- 
chamber or heighten the splendour of a holiday.” 
Or, again, take this scornful description of the 
Jinglish worship of cruel energy and degraded toil 
contained in the criticism on Turner’s picture of 
“ The Garden of the ITcsperides ” : — “ The greatest 
mkn on our England in the first half of the nine- 
teenth century, in the strength and hope of his 
faith, perceives Phis to be the thing he has to tell 
us of utmost moment, connected with the spiritual 
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world. In OM,ch city and country of past time, the 
master-minds had to declare the chief worship wsiich 
lay at the nation’s heart ; to define it ; adorn it ; 
show the lange and authority of it. Thus in 
Athens we have ‘The Temple of Pallas’; and in 
Venice ‘The Assumption of the Virgin’; here in 
England is our great spiritual fact for ever inter- 
preted to us, — ‘ The Assumption of the Dragon.’ No 
St. George any more to be heard of; no ipore 
dragon -slaying possible; this child, born on St. 
George’s day, can only make manifest the dragon, 
not slay him, sea-serpent as he is, whom the English 
Andromeda, not fearing, takes for her lord.” 

Now, in passages like these there is evidently 
the richest afliuence of artistic speech, but it is not 
a kind of atllucncc that is at all disposed to keep 
within the strict laws of rhyme and rhythm, or to 
promote that distinct unity of effect which a poem 
requires. When one turns to Mr. Kuskin’s poems 
they are almost all divagations. They meander, 
and they meander with much less significance and 
continuity of purpose than h.‘s prose disquisitions, 
which, with all their wide offings, and their varied 
points of departure, and their splendid digressions, 
do generally converge to a definite point at last, 
and serve to impress some lessons or to proclaim 
some gospel. In his poetry it is not so ; there you 
see a good deal of Mr. Ruskiji’s genfrie playfulness 
and of his mild caprice ; much more than of hi#* 
evangelical zeal, flis fairies and gnomes are the 
most arbitrary of beings ; his fancies have no real 
life in them ; his stories have no real passion ; his 
musings no heart; and even his descriptions no fire. 
For example, take this bit of vitupeMtion against tlio 
sensuality and slothfulnoss of a mountain population 
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in which Mr. Euskin appears to be qiUtc in earnest, 
ani yet expresses himself in language much more 
marked by caprice than by force : — 

Have you in heavcai no hope — on earth no care — 

No foe ill hell — ye things of stye and stall, 

That congregate like Hies, and make the air 

Rank with your fevered sloth — that hourly call 
The sun, which should your servant ho. If; hfMr 
• Dread witness on yon, with uncounted wane 
And unregarded r;iys, from jieak to ]j(‘ak 

Of piny-gnonioned mountain moved in Vfiiii 'i 
Rehold, the very shadows that ye seek 
> • For slumber, write along the wasted wall 

Your condemnation. They forgot not, they. 

Their ordered function, and detc'rmiued fall, 

Nor useless perish. But yon count your day 
By .sins, and write your ditfcrence from clay 
In bonds you break, and laws you disobey. 

God ! who hast given the rocks their foilitude, 

The sap unto the forests, and their food 
And vigour to the busy tenantry 
Of haiipy, soulless things that wait on Tlioo, 

Hast Tliou no blessing where Thou gav’st Tliy bloal ? 

Wilt Tlnm not make Thy fair cieation vvliole ? 
Behold and visit this Thy vine for good — 

Breathe in this human dust its living soul. 

“ Piny-gnomoued ” is an an'ected phrase which, I 
suppose, tricifto convey the idea that the shadows 
of the pine “trees on the mountain -side tell the 
height of the sun, much in the same way in which 
the shadows of the gnomon on a sun-dial tell the 
hour of the day. But that just shows how the 
fetters of verse appear to constrain Mr. Euskin 
into attempting* to express what he utterly fails to 
express. In the comparative freedom of his poetic 



352 , WHY MH. IIU.SKIN FATLHD AH A TOlir 


prose he woilEld ])rohably have given us a telling 
picture of the impressive effect of these natural 
sun-dials. Fie is more readable when he attempts 
loss, and simply chats in rhyme, as in the following 
“ rhyming letter ” : — 

I hope you will not (moved by tin* dela> 

Of mine vpislli' to tin's distant day) 

Accuse me of neglect ; for if you do, 
f can rvtort an equal blame on you : 

For 1, who in my stndy^s height siibliim^, 

See ev<u‘y wave of calmly ]>assing linu^ 

Flow softly onward in one beaten trarh — 

My only journoys into town and baek — 

Horace and Homer all I choose bc^tweeii, — 

Dulwich 01 * Norwood my sob* changij oi‘ scene, — 
bhnd every hour exactly like its brother, 

And sc'arcc' can tell tlic days fi'om one auotlKM’ ; 

And cannot find a single circumslance, 

As r review, with a rcv(‘,rted glance, 

Idui fast tlowii autumn months from end to end, 

To fill a }>age, or interest ev’n a friend ; 

While you, whose distant waiK^'U’ing stejis hav^ trod 
The blue lake’s glittering shingle and tin*. sod~- 
The short, crisp sod, which on the mountain. ^ high 
Braves the unkindiiesa of their cloudy sky, — 

WliosiJ velvet tuftiiigs most I love to feel 
Result elastic underneath my heel — 

Yon, sir, 1 say, who.se eye hath wandei’i^d o’er 
Bala’s blue wave and Harlech’s golden shon*, 

And seen the sun declining towards the w’^est 
Liglit t-he lone crags of Idris’ triple crest, 

And watched the restless watci*s dash and svell 
By Pont y Monach — should have much to tell. 

Rut even there, there is not. only little poetry, hut 
at least one bathos, the extraordinary flatness of 
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saying that the writer likes to feftJ the velvet 
tiiffings of the sod “ ret^nU elastic ” underneath his 
heel. No true poet could have used the word 
‘'result” in such a context. 

The truth seems to be that, instead of feeling 
the rhythm of metre and rhyme a stimulus to his 
ijuagiriation, Mr. Ituskin found it a heavy fetter 
upon his imagination. ITis poetical prose delights 
in ^is I’hotojical freedom. Ho loves to pile up 
touches, each of which adds to the total ellect ; and, 
as a rule, the methods of rhetoric arc not only not 
the methods of poetry, but are essentially difieren't 
•in.* kind from the methods of poetry. Rhetoric 
climbs, where [)()e(.ry soars. Rhetoric tiikes long 
swec[)s, where poetry concentrates its meaning in a 
single word. Rhetoric loves to use a little exaggera- 
tion, where poetry has a passion for the simi)liqity 
of absolute truth. Verso ci'amps the rhetorician 
and fires the poet, Mr. Ruskin^s prose is, I admit, 
the very poetry of rhetoric, but his verse is very far 
from being the rhetoric of poetry. The fixed laws 
and restrained passi»9n of verse do not suit his 
genius. He loves a freer hand, and less urgent 
need to strive for unity of effect. When ho writes 
in verse he becomes either trivial or unnatural, 
because he cannot well take those wide sweeps and 
cumulate so freely those minute effects which aic 
the very matSrials of his art. He can chat in verse 
with a certain grace and playfulness. One of the 
best bits I have found in his verse is the description 
of the shattering and morally confounding effect 
of* a sneeze. But when he addresses himself to any 
task of higher passion, he needs plenty of elbow- 
room, for he (janfiot make up by intensity and con- 
centration for the want of space wherein to wheel 

2 A 
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cind charge, tts it were, against the idols which ho 
wishes to rc])robatc and denounce. Judged hy his 
verse, Mr. liuskin would seem to be a man without 
passion, and full of whimsical caprice. eJudged by 
his prose, there is in him a higher and richer rhetoric 
than any English writer, since Jeremy Taylor, has 
held at his command. 



MU. WALTER BAGEHOT * 

h:is lost this week u inun of singular 
power as a })olili<jal, economical, and litenuy 
•f,hir#ker. And in sa^dng a man of singulai powei’. 
1 do not use the word “singular^’ as a mere super- 
lative to ox.})ress a high degree, hut in its inoic 
exact sense as ex])rossing a very rare and, indeed, 
an almost uni(jue kind of power, of which I do not 
know that I could anywhei-e find another e(|ually 
well-riiarked example Mr. Walter llagehot, whose 
essays on finance, on hanking, on economy, and on 
politics have so long been familiar to all the 
leading ^.alesmen amt politicians of England, and 
to many of (hose of Erance and Germany, died 
this day week at Langport, after two or three 
days' illness, at the early age of fifty-one. What 
we have lost in losing the further development 
of his ])olitical and economical principles it is, of 
course, imjmssfblo to conjecture ; but of what Icind 
that loss is, it is uot diflicult to say, since, of course, 
what we should have gained had his life been pro- 
longed, must in all probability have been analogous 
to *t-hc many wise and original lessons which are 

contained iTi his various published writings. Ami 

• • 

^ Tins article on Walter llaL'ehot appeared iti the Eamomht, 
vlaled 31 si March 1877. 
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it happens to bo easy enough to give a general 
conception, even in Mr. Bageliot's own words* of 
the special nature of those lessons. 

In an essay published about a year ago in the 
Fortnightly Review — an essay which was to have 
been one of a series, of which I can only trust that 
it may still bo possible to give others to the world 
— Mr. Bagehot spoke of the science of political 
economy a-^ follows : — 

It ia an abstract science which labours under a special 
hfinlsbip. Those who conversant with its abstractions 
arc usually without a true conhict witli its facts ; t}M)Sl^ 
who are iu contact with its facts liave usually little 
sympathy with and little (‘ognisfinco of its abstractions. 
Liteiary men who write about it are constantly using 
what a great toach(‘r calls ‘‘ unreal words” — that is, they 
arc using expressions with which they hn\c no complete? 
vivid picture to correspond. They ari? liki? i»hysiologists 
who have never dissected ; like asti’oiiomcj's who liave 
never seen the stars ; and, in coTisecpicuco, just when they 
seem to be reasoning at their best, tlieir knowledge of 
the facts falls short. Their primitive picture I'^ils them, 
and their deduction ait(»gether misses 11 k‘ mark --some- 
times, indeed, goe*; astray so far that those who live 
and move among the facts boldly say that they cannot 
comprehend “how anyone can talk such nonsense” ; while, 
on the other hand, those peoj)le who live and move 
among the facts, often, or mostly, cannoiy of themselves 
jjut together any precise reasonings about them. Men 
of busin(j8s have a solid judgment, a wonderful guessing 
power of what is going to happen, each in his own trade ; 
but they have never practised thciiiselves in reasoning 
out their judgment and in sujiporting their guesses by 
arguments ; probibly, if they did so, some of the fircr 
and corrector parts of their anticipations w<»iild vanish, 
'rhey are like the .sensible larly to whom Coleridge said, 
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“ iMadani, I accept }oui* conclusion, Tmt yf)ii must let me 
(iml*tlie lotjic for it.” 

Now, what Mr. Bagchot here so vividly dosci ibes 
as the great defect of economical wii^^ers who have 
no living knowledge of business on the one hand, 
and of men of business who have no true mastery 
of economical principles on the other hand, is jnst 
the ^defect which his great natural faculties, his 
careful, theoretical studies, and his large special 
experience, enabled him to avoid. And tliis applies 
not merely to the subjects of which he is s[)ecial]y 
speaking in this essay, but to all those which he 
was accustomed to handle. Even to pure literature 
ho brouglit the keen practical observations, the 
caustic humour, the illustrative imagination for 
detail, of a man of the world. Those who do not 
know the remarkable volume called Estimate,^ of 
some Englishmen and Scotchmen^ jniblished now 
nearly twenty yoai’s ago, will find in every essay of 
that l 30 ok, almost in every page of it, the evidence 
of that no wl edge ot the world which he brought 
to the illustration of literature, and evidence, too, of 
the powerful imagination which he brought to bear 
upon the world. Take, for instance, the essay on 
Sir Robert Feel, of which the leading idea is con- 
tained in the sentence, “A Constitutional states- 
man is in general a man of common opinions and 
uncommon abilities,” — an idea Avhich is worked out 
with the samo thorough knowledge of the meaning 
of our parliameiitaiy system and the same dry 
hfi nr, which were afterwaids displayed still 

lygher degree in the book on the Englim Con- 
stihdM. Mr. *Hagchot realised what Constitu- 
tional (iovernmont really means. He felt vividly, 
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US every ori^iiiul man has felt, what he himself 
called “ the tyranny of your next-door nei^t^libour.” 

What law is so ci uel as the law of doing what he 
does 1 What yoke is so galling as the yoke of being 
like him 1 ” Hut, unlike most origiiui-l men, he could 
see all the advantages of a political government- 
which <lepcrids on the predoniiuance of average 
0 ])inions as conceived by men of moi’e than average 
abilities, and ho followed out those advantages, and 
the ijicvit:ible disadvantages associated with them, 
into the whole working of the British Constitution. 
“You cannot,’’ he said, “though many people wish 
you could, go into Parliament to represent youri?jif.’’ 
You must conform to the O])inion of the electors, 
,iiid they, depend on it, will nol be original.” But 
it is in the book on the IhMjViah Honi^fUntion. 
that Mr. Bagehot first comliincd his theoretical 
iiisiglit with his great knowledge of life, in a manner 
so methodical as to make a definite and valual)le 
addition to political science. Any one who I’cads 
t.liat hook will find {lie key to many criticisms 
which have been found in this jourriaL on the 
gnvit polil-ical crises of England, Fiance, Germany, 
and the United States for many years back, l^cad, 
for iiist.iiice, the chapter in that book on the House 
of Commons, and note how vividly Mr. Bagehot 
makes us feel the marvel of a Constitution where 
the centre of power is in a miscellaneous assembly 
of G58 more or less ordinary persons, whose opinions 
arc necessarily conformed to those of millions of 
jiersons even more ordinary and more ignorant ban 
themselves. “ Of all odd forms of govcriimc the 
oddest, really is government by a fnihlic 
We see a changing body^of miscellaneous persons, 
sometimes few, sometimes many, never the same 
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f(^r an hour ; sometimes excited, but mostly dull 
atul half-weary, impatient of olo(pience, catching at 
any joke as an alleviation. Those are the jicrsoiis 
who rule the Ihitish Kinihre, who rule England, who 
rule Scotland, who rule Ireland, who rule a great 
deal of Asia, who rule a great deal of rolyncsia, 
who rule a great deal of America, and scattered 
fiagmcnts everywheie.” And having made his 
j*<!aders see the dilfieulty,- -as it by no means 
easy for an Englishman, who is so well used to the 
phenomenon, to see it, — he shows us the conditions 
— the vciy rare conditions if wo look at the history 
the world — under which alone such a ])aradox is 
uot only possible, but beneficial : not, indeed, bene- 
ficial on every, or anything like every, subject; for, 
Mr. Jiagehot shows, “a free government is the most 
dull government on matters its ruling classes will 
not hear,” but still bonefieial on the whole, if only 
for the j)olitical education which it ditluses. 

And the hap[)y combination of abstract })rniciples 
with a vivid knowdedge of the complex facts of 
])o1itic«,l life, whicU Mr. llagchot disjdayed in his 
book on TJi('> i Constitution, was to a cun- 

sidei’able, though of c()urse not to the same, extent, 
dis|)layed also in the oilginal little essay on 
Physics anO Polifir.% in which he showed the 
analogy between the principles determining the 
selection of^he stronger and more enduring jioUtical 
states, and the ])rinciplcs determining the selection 
of the stronger and more enduring physical organisa* 
tions. That book should he read in close connection 
Avith the essay on the English CmstUution, for 
while in the latter he illustrated carefully the 
Various and \iery complex conditions which arc 
needful to make a parliamentary government 
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possible, in the former he showed how long it was 
before such conditions existed at all, how dangeiMus 
at one time to the cohesion of society and to the 
authority of government free discussion was, and 
how much more im])ortant it was to the growth of 
social life that there should be a strong government 
of some kind — even at the cost of the ))rinci})lo of 
free discussion — than that truth should be elicited 
by the fine sifting of evidence and argument. 
Physics and Politics showed Mr. Hagehot^s close 
study of the physical speculations of modern times, 
and especially of Mr. I)arwm^s and Mr. Wallace’s 
great books on the modification of s])ecies throinjh 
their competition with each other foi* the means of 
living ; but it showed also how clearly he under- 
stood that there is a competition among historical 
and national institutions of which those who mould 
and work those institutions are (piite unconscious. 
]ji other words, Mr. Bagohot proved that the com- 
petitive principle is at work long before men are 
conscious of any rivalry or struggle with each other 
in relation to institutions which arc really fm their 
trial, and that venerable customs, and even siiper^t-i- 
tions, had a great advantage over liberty an<l free 
speech in an age of the world in which liberty and 
free speech were not yet consistent with strong 
organisation, settled order, and a ready capacity 
for self-defence. 

And this brings me to Mr. Bagehot’s still more 
characteristic services to economical and financial 
science, which, groat as they were, it must ever he a 
subject of permanent regret, were not all that 
Bagehot had intended and proposed. If is book on 
Lombard Street is, indeed, one of the best illustra- 
tions of the complete union in him of a real know- 
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ledge of life, with a clear grasp of scidhtific principle, 
lift familiarity with the banker’s and bill broker’s 
business is made at every point to give life and 
moaning to the monetary and economical theory on 
which aloiie the chief facts of that business can be 
explained. This book threw a flood of light on 
the relation of commercial life to currency and the 
medium of exchange, and onablerl men to see plainly 
the^ working of economical inincijdes in a labyrinth 
of transactions even more complicated, and to most 
people more confusing, than even the British Con- 
stitution becomes, when clo.sely studied, to foreigners 
wiio liavo wrongly got it into their heads that it is 
merely a simple apj dication of the .abstract principles 
of ])opular govornment. Yet Jjowhard Street, though 
a powerful and elective essay on the principles of 
])anking, was but a beginning of what Mr. Bagehol 
could have done in the service of politicfil ecojiomy ; 
as, indeed, his many papers in the Ecoiu)mid on 
the princii)les of land tenure, tlic disputes between 
capital and labour, the causes of commercial panics, 
the dif^jiger of Oofernment intorforence in com- 
mercial entci’iirise, the folly of lending the savings 
of civilised nations to Governments really somi- 
barbarous, and quite unable to give more than the 
semblance of security for what they borrow, .and on 
a host of other fiimncial and economical questions, 
sutliciently sliow. The book .so ably begun, of which 
the “ Postnl.ites of Political Economy ” were to have 
been the fir.st chapters, would in itself have been 
— and 1 hope that not a little of it may be found 
1!to be already in existence. — a contribution of the 
highest value to economical science. ]n the ])re- 
liminary essay Mr. B^igehot showed to how many 
of the nations of the existing world the fundamental 
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jissumptions 5f onv economical science are quite 
inapplical)le ; in how many there is no free circtila- 
tion of labour and capital, between employment 
and einployrucut ; in how many there is no Grovorn- 
ment capable of maintaining order and securing 
both labour and capital in their transactions ; in 
how many, again, there is the disturbing compet ition 
of involuntary or quasi-servilo laboui* still to be 
allowed for; and thus he illustrated his point .that 
while even to modern Europe and the United States 
the abstract i)rinciples of ])olitical economy are only 
})artially a))])licable, there are still vaster regions in 
the world to which they arc hardly applicable at 
all, and where wo must not expect to lind illustra- 
tions of its principles, but rather illustrations of 
])rinciples which arc related to it, as the art of the 
stone or the bronze age is related to the art of our 
own day. In all these discussions Mr. Ilagehot 
showed the great vividness arid vitality of his mind. 
I'jike u}) fiiiy of his books — however abstract the 
subject may seem — and you ai e constantly coming 
upon remarks that deserve to be remembered for 
their intrinsic wisdom, sagacity, and humour. For 
example, take this as illustrating the scieiitiiic 
uselessness of an exhaustive survey of facts without 
the help of a jdausible hypotliesis on which to 
explain them : “ The discovery of a law of nature 
is very like the discovery of a murder. In the 
one case you arrest a suspected jierson, and in the 
othci’ you isolate a suspected cause.” Or again, as 
illustrating the mischief and folly of the loans to 
half-barbarous states: “We press upon half-finishctl 
and half- civilised communities incalculable sums^; 
wo are to them what the London money dealers arc 
to the students at Oxford and Cambridge. We 
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oiiilblo these communities to read In every imws- 
p.fj)er that they can have ready money almost of 
any amount on p(3raonal security.'* Or again, this, 
on the commonplace character of too many of our 
public men, “The most benumbing thing to tlie 
intellect is routine; the most bewildering is dis- 
traction; our system is a distracting routine . . . 
It is rather wonderful that our public men have 
ai^ minds left, than that a Ci i lain untixity of 
o])iTiioii seems growing u])on them.’* Or once more, 
take this on an analogous snl>ject, as illustrating 
the need under which Parliaineniary statesmen live 
(^’ reticeting the opinions of the masses, “ Politicians 
live on the re[)ute of the commonalty. rhoy may 
a})poal to posteiitv, but of Avhat use is posterity? 
Years before that tribunal comes into life yoiir life 
will bo extinct. If Is I Her a mofh tjoinei Iniit Chnnrrryy 
Here was Mr. llagehot’s forte. He brought so 
graphic a knowledge of real life to illustrate his 
Hioorics, that, in his writings, abstract doot.rincs 
lost thoii' dulness, and imaginative power lost its 
api)eaftitice of beifig unpraclhuil and ca])riei(ms. 
11(5 nnuces his <ibstractions vivid, Jind he makes his 
real life instructive. Political and economical 
science botli owe him (piite incalculable obligations. 



THE POPULAR EDITION OF WAT/PEK 
BAGEIIOTS WORKS 


This is a very cle<ar and pleasant edition, in li' c 
volumes, of the best known and, on the whole, 
perhaps (with three exceptions) most remarkable 
of Mr, BagehoPs works. It does not contain the 
striking essav on Fhj/sics and Jellifies, nor the ])Ook 
on 7%', PJ/if/lish Consfifafion, nor the volume called 
Lombard Street, which, for copyright reasons, T 
suppose, it was not in Messrs. Longman’s powci* to 
reproduce. But, with these exceptions, it has all 
the writings by which his original genius was made 
known to the world, and by which, in the sixteen 
years since his death, hfs ]jower as an author has 
])een more and more universally recognised. Mr. 
Bagehot was just the writer of whose works a 
popular edition was eminently desirable. He is 
fascinating enough to become j-eally popular, .and 
he is original enough and sufticiently “ caviare to 
the general ” to need a little eflbrt on the part of 
his publishers to make him so. There are plenty 
of his c.ssays which are so lively and impressive 
that once read they arc never again forgotten ; and 
there are also not a few which, if taken up at 
random, without their more popular companions, 
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might bo thought on a hasty glanc^ to need more 
catoful study than ordinary readers aie disposed to 
give. In oilier words, there is much in his writings 
which will attract ordinary readers on the first 
glance, and yet much also which needs a good deal 
more than a first glance in order to take its proper 
hold f)n the mind of the reader. Tliat is just what 
a book should be to make a pro{>er edition of it of 
thu highest general use to the reading public. 
Without a very lively and brilliant touch in any 
author, a popular edition of his works wotdd hardly 
I’epay his ])ublishers at all. And vet without much 
th at is by no means superficial I3' allractivc in his 
writijigs, the gain to the reading world in general 
of giving the most attractive form to liis works, so 
as to extend the knowledge of him beyond the 
class which I'oads only for amusement, would not 
he nearly so lieneficial as it is in the case of a 
writer who is by no means always amusing, though 
he is always either amusing or inslructive, or both. 
I fully expect that this edition of Mr Bagehot^s 
most ^portant w(ti’ks will induce many to read 
him, and to read him with pleasure, who have never 
read him before, and besides, will induce many who 
have hitherto read only his more brilliant essays to 
master those more solid studies in which ]\lr. 
Bagehot jmt forth all his power as an original 
thinker, anfl broke new ground on which it lakes 
something like close attention to follow him 
adequately. 

Tjet 1110 first illustrate Mr. Bagehot's charm as a 
^)urely amusing and fascinating writer — one who 
carried the most buoyant spirits and the gayest 
humour into t?lie subjects that, would generally he 
thought too recondite to admit of luiraour at all. 
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Tjikc this fidmii'iible and lively passage, for instance, 
on Gibbon’s historical style : — 

Tn the griNMt ])ist(>rii‘fi there ai‘e two to])io.s of interest 
— the man as a ty]»e of the age in which lie lives — the 
events and inaniwns of the age he is describing; very 
often ahiK'JSt all the interest, is llie contrast of the two. 
“ Vou should do everything,” said Lord Chesterfield, “in 
ininind tiim‘.” It was in that time tliat Gibl^on wrote 
his histojy, and such was the manner of the age. You 
fancy him in a suit of llow(n'i‘d vtdvet, with a l^ag and 
swoT'd, WLsely smiling, coinp()''edl\ roumling his ]>eriods. 
You seem to see the grave bow.s, the foj'mal [)olileness, 
the linLhed dcd'erence. You perceive the ininnetic 
action accom])auyirig th(‘ words. “Civi*,” it would say 
“Augustus a chair : Zenobia, the humhlebt of your slaves . 
Odo.'icer, jK-rjuit me to correct the defect in your <ittiri‘.’ 

the sla[)-dash hi‘nt(*ne.(‘s of a rushing critic express the 
hasty im])ain'nee of modeiii manners, so the debherate 
emphasis, the slow acumen, the steady iugunK'nl, the 
imjn-essive narration bring before us what is now a 
tradition, the ])iciure of the correct eighteeailli-cieiitury 
gentleman, wlio never failed in a iiuMsured ])olileness, 
partly because it Avas doe in pro[Iri(!ty towards 'Others, 
and partly because from liis own dignity il was due most 
obviously to himself. . . . Aiiothi-r chaiactei islir of tin- 
eighteenth ceiituiv is its taste for dignilied pageantry. 
What an exi.slence was that of Versailles I How gravc-ly 
admirable to see the grand inouarcpie shaved, and dn^ssed, 
and powdered ; to look on and watch a gre. t man care- 
fully amusing ]iim.sclf with dieary trilles. ()r do we not 
even now" possess an niventioii of that age - -the great 
eighteenth-century footman, still in the costume of In^ 
era with dignity anil ])OW'der, vast calves, and noble mien ? 
What a world it must have been when all men looked' 
like that! Go and gaze A^ith rapture at the footboard of 
a carnage, and say, “ Who would not obey a premier 
wdth such an ah' ? ” Grave, 1 ranquil, decorous pageaiiliy is 
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a pari, as it wore., of the OvSiit^nce of the Ifist age. Th(‘i’e 
is Nothing more oharacteristic of (iilil)Oii. A kind of 
]K»nip pervades him. He is ii<*ver out. of liviu'y. lie 
e.vei* solecls for nari-atioii lliose themes whicli look most 
like a htvee, gi‘a\'e eh.imbei’laiiis seem to sl-and tliiouglKuil ; 
life is a vast eortunoiiy, the hi.-luriau at once the dignitary 
and the .scribe. 

No one deny that, the man who wrote that 
is eiiiiriOTitly a pojmlar writer, take this 

})ass{ige in tlie essay on Bishop Butler (‘oneerning 
tlie religion of scrupulosity, the religion of fear; — 

*N(jw of tlui jioetic religum there is notliing in 
Butler. No oiu* could tell from lii'^ writings that the 
UTiivei’se was beautiful. If tin*, world were a Durbarii 
mine or an exact sfjiuire, if no part oi‘ it wore more 
(;xprvis.*iive tliau a graved pit or a <*.ball; cpiarry, tin*, 
teaching of Butler would he as true as ii is m>w\ A 
young poet, not a very wise one, once said : “ lie did not 
like Hie Bihh*, tlnuM.* was nothing about llowers in it.” 
Ho might have said so of Ihithn* with gjvat truth : a 
most u^y and slu])id«world one would fancy /tvV hooka 
were \vrittoii in. Ihit in return and by way of comjiensa- 
lion for tliis, tliere is a religion of another mu I, a religion 
the .source of which is within the mind, a> the other’s 
was fouinl to he in tin*, world without: the religion to 
which we just now alluded as the leligioii ())y an odd yet 
exi.ressive w*y of .s[)eaking) o| suf)> infitioth The source 
of this, as mo.st poisons ai<* ])raetieally aware, is in the 
conscience. The. moral jirinciplc (whato\(*r may he said 
to the contrary hy complacent tliiukevs) is re.'dly and to 
most men a priiicijile of fe.ir. . . , Von are going to 
iJattle, you arc going out in tin* bright .'^un with dancing 
plumes and glittering s]icar ; vour shi(d<l ''bines, and 
your feathers wifve, and your limbs arc glad with the 
coirsciousTiess (»f strength, and your mind is W'urin with 
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f,dory and rerK/yvn — with coining glory and miobtained 
renown ibr who are. you, to hope for these, who are j/ra, 
to go fortli proudly against the pride of the .sun, with 
your seci'ct sin and your haunting .shame, and your real 
fear? P^irsl lie down and abase youi*self-" strike your 
back with hai’d stripes — cut deep wdth a sharp knife as 
if you would eradicate tlie consciousiKiss -cry aloud — put 
ashes on your h(;ad — bruise yoursedf with stones, then 
perliaps (rod ma\ ])ard«m you; or, lx*tter still, — so runs 
the, incolieivut feeding — give Him something — your< ox, 
youi* as^, wholi‘ hecatombs, if you are rich enough ; 
anything, it is hut a chanc**- you do not know' what will 
plea.se Him — at any rate, wliat you love best yourself - - 
that is, most likely, your fiist-born son; then, after sr ;h 
gift.s and .such humiliation, Thi may be a]>peased, He may 
let you o(f — He may wdthout anger let you go forth 
Achilles-like in the glory of yoiii- shield- He may vot 
.send you home as He would cd.se, tluj victim of rout and 
treacheiy, with lirokeu ann.s and foul limbs, in wc'arim^.ss 
and biimiliatioii. Of cour.se, it is not ibis kind of 
fanaticism that we impnh' to a prelate of llie Muglish 
Church ; human saci'ili<rs are not n s])ec table, and Acliilles 
was not Rector ot Stanliope. ^ ^ 

r 

Again, is it not obvious that the writer of this 
passage had in him a good deal more than the full 
buoyancy of a very popular writer ? Indeed, lively 
and amu.sing a.s Mr. Hagehot is, he almost always 
manages to be striking and original too. You 
cannot read oven the most temporary arid occasional 
of his essays without being taken into some train of 
thought which is at once lively and yet also un- 
expected, and while it seems remote from the theme 
with Avhich he was dealing, is yet most essentially 
connected with it. Take this, for instance, from the 
very admirable essay on a statesman *now almost for- 
gotten, the late Sir George Gornewall Lewis. Mr. 



WALTER BAOKHOt’S WORKS 


369 


Ha^ehot holds th;it Sir (George Lewis had studied the 
grant jurist, Mr. Austen, till he eo|)icd his faults of 
style, and wrote as if it were «[uite as necessary to 
insist elaborately uj)On what everybody knows, if it 
happens to be illustrative of a gi-eat pidnciple, as it 
is to insist on W'hat almost everylxaly forgets : 

Jt is not advisable to begin with a piineijde and to 
work Ft(‘,'nlily through all its jkossible ap plica lion.'' at the 
length. If you do, the readei v. dl . “How 
Ibis mail doi',s prose! Why, 1 knew that”; and ho did 
know it. Some oi‘ the apjdicaiions uf a principle are new, 
and slioidd he treated at length too; but all the con- 
.«(*i|nenees should not he worlve<l out like a .-him. An 
atiuosplieit‘ of coiniiion place liangs over 1 ^ig nioTal 
did.iclic.-, and an cjjual e.\[)ansion of what- the woild knows 
and what it does nut kium* will not be read by the world. 
Sir (leorge be\\is did his kune serious harm by neglecting 
IliN ina\im. He w'lote, for e.\ainpl(‘, Aii Kssdtj rni the 
liijfutiice of Aiifhat Ittf 'in Moflas oj Upi iii on ^ was 

descnlH'd by a lia-ty tbinker as a book to prove that when 
‘‘ Voii wanted tfj kiK»w" any thing, you asked some one who 
kiH'W si^iiething about^it. ” Thi.s e.«say (ertainly abounels 
in aentt* remarks and inlere'^tiiig illustrations ; and, if 
these remarks and tbe.se ilhi.sl rat ions liad been printed 
sejiarately, it 'woukl have been a good book. Rut the 
systematic treatment has been fatal to it. The dilleient 
kinds and cases of authority are so .systematically 
enumerated, that the reader yawn^ ami forgets. 

'riiat ex])liiin.s c:mctly why one of the wu'sest 
political thinkers this century is so soon forgotten. 
Ibit Mr. Bagohot will not soon he forgotten. One 
o/ his greatest ] lowers was the power of tixing atten- 
tion on those critical features of any great subject 
Adiieh are apt escape notice, but which are really 
so characteristic of it that if they do escape notice 

2 li 
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the whole subject is obscured, and again, the power 
of diverting attention from those obvious aspects of 
it which can hardly be missed by any one, and which 
therefore need no elaboration at all. ^^^hat can be 
better, for instance, than his humiliating demonstra- 
tion in the first political essay he ever wrote (1852), 
that the reason why ])olitics go well with England 
and badly with France, is just this, that Englishmen 
are stupid enough not to be misled by plausible and 
fallacious reasoning, while Ficnehmen are acute 
enough to be captiv.ated and carried away by any 
kind of plausible and fallacious reasoning : — 

Why do the stupid people always win, and the chwtM* 
people always lose ? I need not say that, in real sound 
stupidity the English are unrivalhd. Vou hear more 
wit, and better wit, in an Irish street row than would 
keep Westminster Hall in humour lor five W(‘cks. Or 
take Sii’ Robert Reel — our last gimt statesman, the 
greatest Member of Parliament that ever lived, an abso- 
lutely fjerhiCt transactor of public businesws — the type of the 
Nim^eenth Century Englishman,^ as Sir R. Walpoh* was 
of the Eighteenth. Was there ever sucli a dudl m, n ? 
Can any one, without horror, foresee the re.ading of his 
memoirs ? A clairvoyante, with the book shut, may get 
on ; but who now, in the flesh, wdll ever endure tin*, open 
vision of endless recapiliiLation of interminable Hansard ? 
Or take Mr. Tennyson’s ininiitfible descripticiu ; — 


No little lily handed Baronet he, 

A great broad-shouldered genial Englishman, 
A Ijord of fat priz(» oxen and of sUeej), 

A raiser of huge melons and of pine, 

The patron of .some thirty chariti(js. 

A pamphleteer on guano and on‘giain, 

A quarter sessions chairman, ablei- none, 
f 
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Whose eomivany so soporific? llis talkV of truisms and 
hifliocks ; Ills lu*cad replete with rristic visions of mutton 
and turniy)S, and a ceKdufil edition (jf Burns’s JuaHat, 
Notwithstanding^, he is tin* salt of the earth, the best of 
the Enj^dish breed. Who is like him for sound sense? 
But 1 must reslj-ain my enlliusiasin. You don’t want me 
to tell you tliat a Frenchman — a real Frenchman — can’t 
1 ) 0 , slii])id ; eiqirit is his essence, wit is to him as water, 
boiiwofa as bonbons. He reads and he learii.s by reading; 
le\*[ty and litcjature are essentially hi/ line. Obsi‘rve the 
cons(‘(juence. The outbreak of 184ft was ac 0 (‘ji 1 ed in 
i*verv ]uovince in France; the decrees of tlie Parisian 
mob w(*n* reeinved and registered in all the niimicij)alitieN 
o)k a luiiulred cities; the Hevolution ran like the Iluid of 
tin* telegia]4i down the Clumift tJc far r//- A\'od; it 
stopped <'it tlie Belgian frontuT. Once brouglit into contact 
with the dull phlegm of the stupid Fleming, tlie poison 
w;is ^lowerle.'^s Vou remember wliat the Noi’iiiaii butler 
sai<l to WilKin Flammock of the fulling mills at the castle 
of the Oarde Doulonreuso : “That draught vvliieh will but 
warm your Fleniisb hearts, will ])ut ild-liie into Norman 
bi'.'iins ; and wliat may only en(.ouj*age vaair countrymen to 
man tly.i walls, wdll n^ike ours lly over the ballleimuits.” 
fjf'S brains JielftrSj I make no doubt, wc‘n* (piite pleased to 
observe what folly was being exhibited by thosi* very 
clevei' French, whose tongue they want to sjieak, and 
wdiose liteiaturc they try to imitate. In fact, what wt 
ojiprobriously call stupidiiy, though not an enli\ening 
ij[uality in common society, is Nature’s favourite I’esourco 
for pi'eserving stijailiness of conduct and e(»nsistency of 
opinion, Jt enforces concentration ; jieojde who learn 
slowly, learn only what they must. The best security for 
people’s doing their duty is, that the,> should not know' 
anything else to do ; the best .-ecurily for tixeiJness of 
opinion is, that pCfiple should be iucajialde of com- 
prehending whattia to be said on the other side. 

Thiit is not only approximately true, but it is really 



372 ^ WALTER BAGEHOT’S WORKS 

the expljination’of most of the speci.il difficulties of 
our modern politics. Education is removing the ti)p 
layer of our popular ignorance, and rendering us 
alive to a number of arguments to which wc were 
densely aiid stolidly obtuse before. I>ut it has not. 
gone deep enough to educate our popular 
and the coiiscciuenco is that we are much more oi)en 
to the tyranny of superficial errors than vve were 
before. ^ 

I believe that the popular edition of Mr. 
Bagehot^s chief works will be of the utmost benefit 
to this generation of thinkers. We arc just l)eginning 
to find out’ how wise was the slow Conservatism c f 
English instincts, and how dangerous is the revoiu- 
tioriary enthusiasm of minds that are audaciously 
eager for a leap in the dark. Mr. Bagehot’s practical 
caution is at least as remarkable as his literary dash. 
The latter familiarises us with a multitude of wi.se 
securities which the former alone coukl have 
suggested. He is the most brilliant of apologists for 
the policy of avoiding both obtuse ob.stinacy and 
eager jjrecipitation. ' 
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Tiiv: ])u])lic;itioTi of ;i thin volunio of \ciy gi;n(3ful 
l^oeiiis by Ijord Houghton rcininds us how seldom 
it, h;ij)[K'ns tlijit the son of a poet is liiinself a poet. 
It does ha])])cn occasionally. The most j eunickable 
case is nndonlitcdly Hartley Colei’idgi^’s. Hartley 
Coleridge was not his fatlier’s equal in genius. 
He could not have concci\cd oj* wiitten either 
“the Ancient Mariner'’ or “ Christabel ” ; but the 
“Lyiical Cry’’ in liim was even more exquisitely 
})urc and tender than it was in his fatlier. Then 
thcre*js the case o^Sir Aubrey de Vere ajid of Mr. 
Aubrey de Vere, two very genuine ]K.)ets, and 
singularly rescmblitig each other in attitude of mind, 
though there is not a tiaoe of imitation of the father 
by the son. Again, there are the three Itoscoes, 
grandfather, father, and son — the philanthiopist 
and histoTian A^dlose poetry was of the slightest 
and most fanciful order (he wrote “ The Butterfly’s 
Bair’ and “O’er the Yiiie-covcicd hills and fair 
Valleys of Trance, Sec the day-star of liberty 
•l isc ’) ; William Stanley Koscoc, who wrote “ Vala 
Crucis ” and a few other poems of exquisite beauty 
and delicacy ;*a]id again his son, William CaldAvcll 
Koscoe, who has written five or six sonnets which 
« 373 * 
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would take rank with the best of those of Hartloy 
Coleridge himself for brilliancy and loveliness — to 
say nothing of a fine drama arul some very beautiful 
miscellaneous poems. But these are almost the only 
instances, except the one which suggested these 
remarks, that I can recall of the apparent trans- 
mission of poetic genius. Amongst the greatest 
poets, I know of no instance of inheritance of this 
particular faculty. There is no tradition that even 
David, or Isaiah, or Homer, or Aeschylus, or Virgil, 
or Horace, or Dante, or Petrarch, or Tasso, or Goethe, 
or Schiller, or Bc^ranger, or Hugo, or Chaucer, or 
Shakespeare, or Milton, or Spenser, or Burns, ot 
Scott, or Shelley, or Byron, transmitted any spark 
of their poetic genius to descendants. Not very 
frequently does there appear to have been any 
special power even of another kind in the descendants 
of poets. Byron's daughter was a considerable 
mathematician, which seems a curious transformation 
for force like Byron's to undeigo. (>haucer's son 
was Speaker of the House of Commons and 
Ambassador to France. Mahy of Cole}’idg('’s 
nephews and grand tiepliews were distinguished as 
lawyers and writers. More than one of Words- 
worth’s sons, brothers, and nephews were, or are, 
worthy divines and college teachers. But, except 
in the case of the Coleridges, the De Veres, the 
Boscocs, and the two Lord Houghtons, we can trace 
no transmission of poetic genius. Mr. Galton, in 
his book on heredity, says that “ Poets are clearly 
not founders of families,” but goes on to account 
for this on the ab.stract ]>rinci})le that y)oots have, as* 
a rule, strong sensuous tastes, and that who 

have strong sensuous tastes are apt to go astray in 
life, and squander whatp’^er power the}^ have. But 
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that is iiol a reason which applies^ at all to the 
grftit Heijrew prophets, w'ho were among the 
greatest poets of earth, and yet in not one instance, 
1 believe, is there a Hebrew prophet who transmitted 
his gifts to a descendant. Again, there is no reason 
of the l^ind referred to by Mr. Galton why 
Acscliyliis, or Sophocles, or Virgil, or Dante, or 
Milton, 01 - Scott, or Wordsworth, should not have 
foi 4 iided a family inheriting their great poc‘(ic gifts. 
And it is veiy remarkable in relation lo tlie Words- 
worths, at least, that while there is no trace of the 
transniissirm of a spark of the jw^ct’s higher faculty 
t® descendants, the serious and didactic im])ulse 
which sometimes exalts, and more often injures his 
poetry, was transmitted to his descendants. In 
fact, nothing seems clearer than that the didact<ic 
attitude of mind ivS very frequently inherited, and 
inherited in a very emphatic form. 3'he Fidge worths, 
the Wordsworths, the Stanleys, the Wilherforces, 
and most of all the Arnolds, show us how singular 
has been the reproduction of the didactic attitude of 
mind ^-om father Po son ; and this, too, even in 
cases where, as in that of Matthew' Arnold, there 
was hardly anything which the father believed that 
the son also believed for him to teach, though the 
teaching posture of mind, and the energy Avhich 
teaching needs, were reproduced vvith strange 
exactness, file whole character of the lessons taught 
being utterly different. It was tlie same with the 
Coleridges. Charles Lamb, when asked by Coleridge 
if he had ever heard him preach, rejiliod with his 
tisual stammer, that he did not think he had ever 
heard him do anything else. And yet, while the 
poetical gift wjft transmitted to Hartley, and Hartley 
alone, the didactic animus of Coleridge was trans- 
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mittcd to SargL Coleridge, Derwent Coleridge, and 
bo remoter descendants. There is probably ‘no 
turn of mind which is so often transmitted from 
father to son as the didactic turn of mind. On the 
other hand, imagination and fancy are not often 
transmitted, though there are not a few cases in 
which father and son, or mother and son, or father 
and daughter, liave had the same gift for holding 
the mirror u]) to society. There is Dumas 
Dumas for instance; there is JVIrs. Trollope 
and Anthony Trollope, who nob only both diew 
characters with great skill and humour, but diow 
characters after a fashion in which it is impossi^j;. 
not to I’ccognisc the same mould of mind. Again, 
there is the case of Thackeray and his daughtei', 
though there the type is greatly moditied. And 
there is the case of Nathaniel Hawthorne and his 
son. In all these instances there is, in the case of 
a definitely imaginative gift, a transmission of 
power as distinct as in the cjise of the engineering 
genius of the two Brunols and the two 8te[>hensons. 
1 should have been disposed, imt.he case of tke two 
Stephensons and the two Brunels, to regard educa- 
tion as the main factor in the reproduction of the 
father’s type of ability in the son. Tbit education 
cannot count for much, if for anything, in such a 
case as that of writers of fiction, and therefore I 
think it is to some extent open to doitbt whether 
education should be credited, in any largo degree, 
with the marked capacity of the younger Brunei 
and Rolrert Stephenson for the prosecutiim of their 
father’s work. CcrtainlyHt must be the transmissiorv 
of an original faculty, and not education, which can 
alone account for the reproduction* in the second' 
and iiorhaps gi*eator Pitt, of the statesmanlike 
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(|ualitieri iiiicl attitude of Lord Chatfiam And, on 
th(f wliolc, wc cannot attach anything like the 
weight which JVlr. (Lilton evidently does attach to 
his exj)lanation of the ordinary failure of poets to 
transmit their genius to their children. It is the 
rarest thing in the world for a poet like the late 
Lord Houghton to transmit to his son, with the 
social ease and sympathetic insight into feeliiig and 
cht^’acier, that are often transmitted, ju.■^t that 
measnic of fancy, imagination, and delight in the 
sounds and associations of characteristic w'ords and 
rhymes and rliythrns, which go to make the j)oel. 
Tke general attitude of a (tharacter— in the sense 
in which we s])eak of a didactic attitude, or an 
ironic attitude, or a self-conscious attitude, or a 
humorous attitu(h‘, or a mat ter-of- fact attitude — is, 
J believe, more fre<piently transmitted from fathci' 
to son, or daughter, than any other mental (piality ; 
but it is very rare indeed for two ])oets who, without 
a trace of imitativeness, resemble each other even 
as much as Sir Aubrey de V’^ere and Mr’. Aubrey de 
Voi'o, V as Mr. Stanley Koscoe and Mr. W. 
Cahhvell Iioscoe, or as Kichard Monckton Milnos, 
the lirst Lord Houghton, and the second Lord 
Houghton, to 1)0 in the relation of father and son. 
In none of these instances ar e ihcrc granting very 
marked ditl'ereirces ; but htill, with all the real 
ditrei'encc, no one w'ould have been very much 
astonished if the poem on Afr. Stacy jMarks’s 
“ Bookworm,’' for instance, by Kobert, Lord 
Houghton, had been produced from the remains of 
Kichard, Lord Houghton. I quote the last three 
verses, not to jirove any very striking likeness (for 
the likeness is not very striking), but In show that 
the gener al tyj)c of case and mmnr-Jaire and lightness 
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which gave to Richard Monckton Millies the 
sobriquet of “ the cool of the evening,” is Hhe 
aame : — 

Ho iicvor ic.'ul Dame Natiire/s hook — 

The liiieli’h the moldwarp’s burrow, — 

Nor stood Lo mark the careful rook 

Peer sidelong down the newest furrow ; 
fie never watched the warbler dait. 

From Mterii to stem among the sedges, i 

Put, hands behind him, paced a]>art 
Between the lall-ciit hornbeam hedges 

And so his l)laim*less years rolled by, 

To-day the double of to-morrow', 

No wish to smile, no need to Mgh, 

No heart for mirth, no time fur .-orrow ; 

His f«)rehead wore a deeper frown, 

f]yes grew' juore dim and cheeks monj hollow. 

Till friendly Death, one day stepped down, 

And lightly w'hispered, ‘ llise and follow.’ 

But Fame, victorious inaid, resists 

The flooni foi* w’hich grey fTime intends 
Immortal titles :i\}wd the lists 

Which Mr. Qnariteh kindly sends ns ! 

’Twixt Drelincourt and Dryden thiust, 

Whal name confronts you lone and chilling? 

“ ITie U^orkn of Gilbert D'njasdust ; 

Quarto ; H vols. ; — old calf: a bhillituf” 

That last touch is more like Mr. Locker-Tjiimpson 
or Mr. Austin Dobson than the first Lord Houghton ; 
but the general ease and sentiment and lightness of 
touch in the first two verses quoted are not veiy 
unlike the first Lord ffoughtorPs handiwork. 

But the greater iKietical gifts aie, I do not say 
uii transmissible, but exceedingly rarely transmitted. 



THE RAIUTY OF JlEUKDITvMiY I’OETS 379 

Like the inspirfilioii of the prophet, or the self- 
forgStfulriGss of the suint, they are apparently the 
unique product of a fusion between the creative 
Spirit and the individual human being to which He 
coinniiinicates some spark or flash of IT is own un- 
approachable thought 01' spirit of self-forgetfulness 
(if 1 may properly impute such a quality to the 
Infinite Mind), and it docs not seem His will or 
habit to j)roducc replicas of genius in an)^ of its 
highest forms. Even in the exceptional cases I 
have noticed, there will be fouTid to be variations so 
) emarkable, that it is rather the constitutional poetic 
‘ teui|)cr which is inherited than the individual genius. 
Still, it is I'are enough for even that to be inherited. 
As a rule, there is a curious correlation amongst the 
forms of genius, and the poets descendant is move 
likely to turn out a barrister or a judge oj‘ an artist, 
or evcTj an antiquarian, than a [)oet. A portion of 
the energy remains, but it takes to new channels. 
“The light that never was on sea or land, the 
consecration, and the poet’s dream,” is the rarest of 
all inhe^tances. Trfbks of the brow and of the 
fingers, habits of methodical arrangement, habits of 
careless and unmethodical forgetfulness, attitudes of 
mind, moral or unmoral or immoi-al — all those are 
constantly more or less inherited ; but the highest 
of all gifts are rarely indeed family heirlooms, and 
when they are, they should be cherished, since the 
continuous, or even discontinuous inspiration of an}’ 
family is a sign to the ages such as is seldom given. 
There would, indeed, be a divine right for kings if 
th^ sons of great kings were to inherit their fa.ther’s 
gift ■ and even that has happened much oftener 
than the inheritatice of poetic power. 
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Miss JiOscoe has done well in ro])ul)lishing, through 
Messrs. Macmillan, her faiiicr’s juiems in a separate 
volume, for to my mind, of all (ho minor poets o£, tiie ♦ 
Victorian reign William Caldwell Jtoscoe is one of 
the most fascinating. Thei e is a relineinent about his 
genius that is not due to fastidiousness or delicacy of 
taste, but rather to the vividness of his spiritual ilis- 
ci'imination. It is the rclincment which gives ua 
the sense not so much of shrinking from what was 
false or extravagant, or ambitious or sentimental 
or discordant, although he evidently did shrink from 
all these faults, as of a rich acid ardent love of true 
lieauty which lenclc: a grace of form and a flush of 
delicate colour to all his thoughts and concojitions. 
Mr. lioscoe had no leaning towards the school of 
brusque and crude, not to say headlong ex])ression, 
of which Mr. Browning has been tlie greatest. 
rc]>rosentativo in the English litei'atuto of the last 
forty years. Beauty of form was with him as much 
a condition of real poetry as truth of apprehension 
and depth of feeling. 11 is thoughts never came 

helter-skelter like a succession of boys playing ^at 
leap-frog, treading on each other’s heels, till you 
have the sensation of being almost mobbed by the 
eager scramble of the poet’s concejitions. IJis 
* 380 



Wir.TJyViVr CALDWELL ROSCOE S POEMS 


381 


% 

invi.gi nation was saturated with thd Elizabf3than 
stateliness, though his own mind was esscritially 
rnodei'n on its intellectual side, and full of those 
suspensive moods, those (|ucsti(jniiigs, tliose arrests 
ol judgment, which have marked the poetry of 
'rennyson and (Uougli. Mr. Itoscoo’s ear for rhythm 
and for the oxpiessivencss of metre was very fine, 
;j.s line, F think, as tlartley Colerirlge's : and ex(piisitc 
as \jiany of Hartley Coleridge’s sonnets aie, there 
are hardly any of the fivc-and-twenty or so eonlained 
in the j)resent volume (except one or two which 
never received the finishing touches) which would 
not st-iuid bef-dde the best of Hartley Coleridge’s 
witliout losing by the compaiison. Indeed, the 
many whicli have been included (jf late y(3ars in 
those sole<*t.i<»ns of the best sonnets of wliich we 
have had so many admirable sj)ecimens, sullicicntly 
sliow' that it is not a mere partial judgment that 
rates Mr. Koscoe’s sonnets so high. Perhaps the 
most, exepusito of all tlio sonnets is the Epilogue to 
the. play of “ Violonzia,” but at least half of the whole 
numlieiYd ^^ounets ;i^>p.‘ar to me to be works of as 
true a genius as, in a ditlcrcnt realm, Mendelssohn’s 
“Sorigs without Words. ’ What, for instance, can 
be at once more Inight in vision and more lovely in 
its cadeiK-'es than the following? — 

DAVBRKAK IN FEBRUARY 

Over the, groniul white siimv, and in the air 
Silence, ^'lle htais, like laini)rt m)OU to expire, 
(Beam tremblingly; serene and lieaveiily fair, 

The eastern hanging crescent climbeth highm*. 

puiplc fm the a/ure softly steals, 

And Morning, faintly touched with (piivcriiig lire, 
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Leans on* the frost.y siimniits of tlie lulls, 

Like a. young girl over her hoary sin?. 

Oh, sucli a dawning over me has come, - 
The daybreak oi* thy purity and love ; — 

The sadness of the never-.satiat4? tomb 
Thy counkuiaiice hath pow(?r to remove ; 

And from the sej)nlchre of Hope thy ])alm 
Oa!i roll the stone, and raise lier bright and calm. 

Bryn Bhedyn^ I 854. 

There are other poems, not sonnets, and somewhat 
more airy and radiant in their effect than any 
sonnet (which in ib.s perfection always seems to he 
most beautiful wdicn it is most leticcnt), that 4;ive 
a more adequate impression of the grace and ease 
of Mr, Roscoe’s imagination — the following, for 
example, which for spiritual beauty has ahvays 
seemed to me one of the airiest, tenderest, and 
most truly spiritual of the poems of its class : — 

TO LITTLE A. C. IN THE GAUDEN 
A1' EASTRCJltY 

r 

Come, my boaiitj, come, my bird ; 

Wo two will w’and(?r, and no I hud 
Shall mai* tin*. .s\vo(ito.<t soliliidc 
Of a garden and a child, 

When the fresh eiius are fii*si, in bud, 

And wtisterji winds blow’ mild. * 

Clasp tliat sIiort-r(?aching arm about a nock 

Stript of a fleeper loveV inort^ close embrace, 
And with the &nftno.sN of thy bahy-che^ek 
Press roses on a care-distaiiiod fa. e. 

What ? set thee dowui, localise thd'air 
Kiitllos too boldly thy hr(>\vii hair? 

4 
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Walk, then, and as thy tiny hoot 

• Presses the greeniK^ss of the sod. 

Teach me to see that tottering loot. 

Uplifte<l and set down by God ; 

Teacli me a stronger, tenderer hand than mine 
Sways (‘Very motion of iliy infant IVaiiu* ; 

Ihd me take liold, like tli(H^, and not jvpini‘, — 

AVoak with my eiT(H‘S and deservexl .sliaim\ 

How? home /igain ? ah, that soft laughter 

* 'fells me what voices thou haiiUert't afLi-r. 

Itiin, 1 ‘un, witli that bright sinning face. 

And little hands strete-hiid forth apart, 

Into a motlier's fond emhraiH', 

(.dose, (‘.loser to h(‘r heart. 

I too will inni, for 1 discATii a voice 

AVliicli whispers jik* that 1 am far from home 
llids nu' reiumt, and U‘d by holier clioiei* 

Hack to a Hathei‘'.s opcm bosom (Aime. 

Or, again, the poem to his wife called “The Year 
of Love” is at once one of the tenderest and of 
tlie most lovely of its class. With children and 
flowers* Mr. Uoscot'* seemed more thoroughly at 
home titan any of those Klizahothan i)oets whom he 
so much adniiicd, and with whose iiiiiiginative 
(ionceptioiis he was so familiar. 

As jcgards the two tragedi(3s, it i.s more ditficult 
to sjicak with perfect confidence. They arc both 
of them I’inii and beautiful poems, though in the 
early and youthful one, “ Eliduke, Count of Yveloe,” 
there is here and there a little trace of the 
Elizabethan ext ravagance of ])assion, of the passion 
tprn to tatters at which the satirists who assail 
that school vei-y justly point their ridicule, for 
hi stance, in Eltdukos address to the ap})arently 
dead foi in of Estrcldis, in pp. ’202-3. But “Eliduke” 
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w;is wiittcii mhen Mr. Uoscoe was almost a boy, 
and it. is full of beauty and spirit fj’om boginr.inp; 
to CMid. Take, for instance, this passage on the 
bi’illiancy of the Breton knight.s as dancers, wlien 
they are received at the coinpaiatively rude Court 
of Cornwall : — 

Lar, Oh, let nie daiieij to-night., 

And go t(^ Inviveii happy, having tasted 

Barth’s best fell city. ’ 

Kst. J )aii ci ng, Lai*( 1 un e ? 

1 a > i \ Oil, with tlu‘s(i Breton knights, 

that nialoi tlui a.ir 

Heavy in p.'ice behind them, and still tread ^ 

With >ucli a delicate leeling of the time, 

As if till; music dwell in their «)\vn fraim's, 

And sljook tlie motion from them. Oh, divine! 

Kiif. Is it so <dia? ming V 1 ivmt^mber nu* 

DrUicing \v,'us ever your delight, hut non 

liWi'. 1 never danced till now. t)ur 

(Airnwall .-^irs 

We thouglit were adepts; hut comjiared to tliese 
Tlie^’n' dull and lieavy, an.l lack /‘ais to mark , 

Tlie jiroper grace of movement. S.iy these walk. 

Then you may stint the hreath of ciunmendat i<>n, 

And say these strangers dance. Let f>ur knights dance, 
'rin‘se otlnu’s tl\ and ride upon the air; 

Or- flattering, eall oiir Cornish motion llight, — 

The<e Jb' Ions are the untied elements 
Tliat in their airy and fantastic course, 

Joining and now di.sjoiuing, mingling now 
I n fresh variety of cuiious shapes, 

Hold dancing revelry in Nature’s halls. 

Etit. Tliou’rt mad, riardnuc tell me, 

Azalia, 

What think you of these stranger.'^ V nili they wear 
As fairly in the trial as they sliow non ? 
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]j(ir. Oh, I’ll bo sworn lor ’t ; trust me, 

•oiitwanl lu*aring 

Olasstis the man witliin- True gold, tliat shines most, 

Is in itself more costly aiul inoi-e noble 
Than duller seeniing l)rass. That agile force, 

Tliat trains tlieir feet d th’ dance, wdl in the fight 
Sliow l)T’avely in their arms, and their bright sworda 
Trc-ad such quick measure on the heads of foes, 

The 7'inging helms their music, that Dismay 
Slia)! sei/e them at the forct^ of T., aiul D'-feal, 

Ever his fbllowiu', clear the field of them. 

That is not a spcciinoii of the best [loetry in 
“ Edidukc,” but it is a fair sj)ecimeii of the fire 
and sjnrit with which the play abouiidj*. The 
subject of the two plays is in essence the same — 
the struggle of a fine nature, full of noble instincts 
and high resolves, with the temptations of life, 
those temptations naturally centring in the 
relations between men and women. In the early 
play, Elidukc, noble as he is by nature meant 
to be, succumbs to passion ; in the latoi’ one, Ethel, 
equally obtairls the victory over the most 
overwhelming of all the iem})tations that could 
beset the heart of inau. I do not hesitate to say 
that “ VTolen/da,” though it hinges on a most painful 
subject, the subject of outrage, is an exceedingly 
fine drama, sustained in its ititerest from first to 
last, overwMelinirig in its tragic close, and full of 
the most genuine poetry. I do not know that 1 
should call citlier j)lay in the highe.st sense dramatic. 
The plots are full of power and passion, and the 
rtftider’s mind is never once allowed to lose its 
high-wrought sus])cnse till the play ends ; but for 
all that, but few of the characters are powerfully 
delineated, and the whole real ])assion of either 
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play is coTicentrated in the hero. Mr. Roscoo, I 
need hardly say, had written both plays long 
before Lord Tennyson’s “Idylls of the King” ha(l 
ever been heard of. But Ethel, liarl of Felborg, is 
in many respects an anticij)ation of Tennyson’s 
Arthur, and will be charged by many readers with 
the same defect which has been brought against 
him — namely, that he is too much of a preacher, 
that he is more of a saint with a sword in his l;>and 
than a soldier and statesman. It is, indeed, far 
from easy to paint a gieat ideal character under 
circumstances in which almost all men would flash 
into the fiercest passion of loathing, without giv»hig 
room to the charge of a certain spiritual priggish- 
ness. It is the common accusation brought against 
Tennyson’s Arthur, though I myself have never 
felt its truth. And it will be brought, again against 
the still higher and more spiritual character de- 
lineated in this striking play, “ Violenzia.” I doubt 
whether any attempt to T'aint a character that, 
in such circumstances as these, was perfectly 
victorious over temptation, cbidd fail to .he liable 
to such objections. But for my own part, I believe 
that such a character as Ethel’s, if it had been long 
trained in the school of true Christian faith, would 
bo quite possible, and that the picture of it here 
given is thoroughly inspiring, though it will un- 
doubtedly give occasion to sneers at its too perfect 
and solemn virtue. That the ])icture is not 
wanting in the highest poetical vividness, a single 
extract will sufficiently show. It is the morning 
of the day on which a great battle is to be fought :* — 

Eth. Twill not he tilt noon. 

O peaceful morning- tide, with what rude deeds 
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Will tlu'y tli_> (‘veiiiug I J.s it jJ(>1 

1’he ail IS cool and btill ; soft da\\.n hhuot^ up 
futu the ilccc.y lioaveii, tlial, like* a nioilu'r 
Uiu’ovcM'iiig her rosy iiakiMl halio, 

Jjuoks down iipfiii tlj(‘ fender new-horn day. 

Strange prelude; to a battle. 

C(u\ "rrue, it IS piteous, 

And he,st not thoiiglit oh 

Efh. Pit eon.'- it is indeed, 

A.nd yet not best not thought of, so is net lung. 

Wc; dare not l.iint at woe and violi'iiee, 

AVheii we are sure our <ause is with the right. 

And gaping wounds, and llie red skeh-ton death, 
•INmited in hloijd of many slaugliteied luen, 

'rimugh llie.y iniy stir our goi’ge nioie, are in 
themselves, 

And should h(* to our s])irits, less ahhoi reut 
'riiau living men, walking like s(j])ulehres 
C)l' their dead spiiitiial lives. 

(hr. I have st‘eu such men 

Efh. So siek, 1 h/ive seen many, ami some deaii. 
lie is iiohh' tliat. can hang a shiehl of paiieme 
Jletw^eii himself and injuries, hut most base 
Thai ^i‘es 111 just TCi'S uuieinedied. 
ijiu. 'I’hat did you u(*ver. 

FAh. Is'o, noi- .>ou, Ck)i‘neliu.s, 

Nor any man who doth helieve in heaven, 

IJiit wilt'll lie ‘<ees a wrong iniisl war with it — 

By sntferance, if siitferancc best abates it, 

But only tlion. And always in his spirit 
Kagrn- aiitaguTiisni, not pa.s.dve 8pirit.s, 

Oppose the dangerous de>'iVs mastery ; 

But swonl(‘d and aggi-essive warriois, 

• Who with swift charge beat down his mustered mnks, 
Ami all day long maintain the waary wai, 

• And dn‘ in faifli of unseen vietoiy. 

Cor. Warriors of (Sod ; servants of (h>d ; gi-eat t i 1 le.^v 
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Kth. Oil, lliiit \v(‘ niiglit lie wovlliy to 1)0 siicli ! 

Ouj- is like this morning, aiul wo stfuul 

BotAVoen tho night of oiir nnoonscioiis childhood 
And tho W'oild’s monstrous i);iltlo, whoso loud roar 
(B'ows iiL oui' Widl, wlum w'o mix in it, 

(jjod kcop us in Ills hand ! 

1 should add that the picture of Malgodiii, tho true 
tempter of the i)lay, is extremely vigorous, lie is 
a Mephistophelcs who surpasses Goethe's Mep*his- 
topheles in sardonic evil, and 1 think, even in 
resource. When Goethe set himself to delineate 
the tempter, as in tho scone with tho medical 
student, or the scone in w^hich he prompts Faust 
to compass the ruin of Gretchen, Goethe's touch 
is very fine. But Mephistophelcs too often seems 
to forget his main object in cultivatixig Faust so 
closely, and rambles oil' into disquisitions wdiich are 
not specially satanic. Malgodin is as evil a, tempter 
as ever entered into the hearl of man. Mr. W. C. 
Uoscoe's poems shoidd win him a permanent, if a 
modest place, in the Fnglisji literature ()f the 
nineteenth cenlury. His genius w^as not fertile, 
but it was singularly true and discerning, and, 
what is more, it was a genius that worked in the 
finest material, that translated its conceptions into 
the most perfect and expi*essivc forms of human 
speech. Mr. Koscoe worked in cameo, not in wood 
or brass, and the execution is at least as beautiful 
as the i magi nation 
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IMxokkssoi; (^>1' irriiopK, in liii« Oxford lecture on 
“roet.ical Decadence,” iiisislcd very eai iiestl}' on tlio 
1 ‘iccnf “vast growth of individual self-cun.sci(uisiie<s” 
as one of the main (*auses of the ])oelical diccridence 
which he finds in rlie last, generation of our literary 
life. Profe&soi’ Court.ho|)e has steadily niainlained 
that, without a universal element as well as an 
individual (deinent in poetry, thei’c can ho no ]K)etry 
of the higlu'r kind. And no doul)t Ire is right if ho 
intei])rets the inriver'sal and the individual (de 
,inents in poetry with subtlety and accuracy. Hut I 
douht^whether he Moes not greatly underr ate- tire 
universal element contained in what may yet he 
fairly termed “individual self-eonsciou.srrcss,'’ and 
overrate that petty and egotistical eleuieiit in it 
which unfits it for the jrurposes of the truly great 
poet-. The ])oets whom he picks out for the ])ur])ose 
of illustiaTing the decadence in our most considei'- 
ablc rcc-ent })Ootiy are Matthew Arnold, Algernon 
Swinhnrrre, and lludyard Kipling. 1 uirderstaiid 
what he nieairs in thus distiiiguishiirg Matthew 
’Arnold, though I disagree widely fi'um his judgment, 
,but with lo.gaid to the two other ])octs 1 should not 
liave ihouglit that, wdiatever their faults nray ho, 
there w^as any exaggerated element of individual 
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self-consciousness in either of them. Mr. Swinburne, 
except when ho held fast to the lines of the Gr^ek 
tragedy, — which he ha.s not done since his poetical 
carcei* was almost in its infancy, — has hanlly been 
a considerable poet at all, unless wo regard liis vast 
command of musical and impressive words as con- 
stituting a (jonsidorablc ])oet. And of Mr. liudyard 
Kipling 1 should say with Professor Conrthoj)e that 
ho hardly knows the diirerenco between the I'fe 
of poetry and the life of verse.'’ Vet this can 
hardly 1)0 true of any great j)oet., though it is true 
of Mr. Kudyai’d Ki[)ling, vigorous as his verse 
coi’tainly is. But with relation to Miitthew Arnold, 
I should absolut(dy deny that his defective definition 
of i)oetry — he defines its esvsence to be, as Professor 
Courthope reminds us, “the criticism of life’* — and 
his jitlacks on the imperfection of the middle class 
ideal of life, in the least injure the character of his 
own ]) 00 try, which is neither made up of ci*ilicisnis 
of life, nor of attacks on the ini|>erfect ideal of 
middle class taste. No doubt his definition of the 
essence of poetry shows that oikj of his })roseJ'ess9ys 
is not ins])ired b}" a high standard of critical 
principle. But it does not show that his own 
})oems wore not voiy much more [>crfect than his 
own criticism. To my mind his ])ocms are Un- 
doubtedly marked by a “vast growth of indivddnal 
self-consciousness”; but that vast growth of indi- 
vidual self consciousness was not of the kind fatal, 
or otherwise than t*.xalting, to his genius as a poet. 
The kind of individual self-conscioiisncss which is 
fatal to poetry is that which throws u]) the odditic.s' 
and unmcaiiifig eccentricities of individuals, instead 
qf bringing out more fully the characteristics of 
human nature at large. 1 should even say that 



HKLF-OONSCIOUSNESS IN POETRY 


391 


# 

Wordsworth is oftciier guilty of this* mistake than 
Malthcw Arnold — though, of course, wlien he does 
dwell on the higher characteristics of human nature 
he soars far above Matthew Arnold, — as, for 
exam])le, in })ainting the ** Resolution and In- 
dependence” of the ‘‘Leech-gatherer on the lonely 
moor,” or in ])ainting the iriHnence of nature over 
the mind of the ohilcl of whom he said that : — ^ 

The lloatiiig clouds thoir state shall lend 
To her, for her the willow IhukI, 

Xor shall slie fail t.o see 

E’en ill the motions of the .^torm 

(Race that shall mould the maiden’s form 

Hy silent sym})athy. 

But, nevei’theless, Wordsworth wrote many more 
poems that were really hat and entirely dclicicnt in 
what Professor Courthope calls the universal element 
needful for all the higher ]K)etry thau Matthew 
Arnold. Matthew Arnold neve? wrote anything so 
utterly wanting in any universal element as the lines 
to the%“ Spade Avith which Wilkinson hath tilled 
his lands,” or “Jones, as from Calais southward 
you and I,” or “I hate that Andrew Jones, he’ll 
breed his cdiildrcn u]) to Avaste and pillage,” or some 
scores of pie<*-Oo Avhich come far below the true level 
of his mai A^ellous genius. No one, however, could 
truly say *that Wordsworth often shoAved that 
“ vast groAvth of individual self-consciousiiess ” 
which Professor Courthope regaids as the signal of 
the recent decadence of our poetry, for WordsAvorth 
seldom self-conscious at all except when he rises 
to his highest level, as, for example, in the 
magnificent lines Avritten “Near Tinterii Abbey,” or 
ill “ There was a boy ; ye kncAv him well, yc GliHs 
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and islands of Wiiiander,” or in “'The Fountain: a 
conversation.” Jf Professor Coiirtho})e had wnshed 
to write down self-consciousness he ccj tainly would 
never have chosen VVordsw'orth to illustrate his view. 
When Wordsworth is at his woist he is not in ihe 
least self-conscious, hut only deliberately common- 
place and dull ; but, when he is in the highest ]>lane 
of self-consciousness, he is also in the truest and 
noblest sense a poet. *. 

In the same sense I should say that Matthew 
Arnold is one of those ))oets who holj) ns to see how 
largely what professor Courthopc terms the nniversal 
element in j)octry enters into the adequate exposit? >n 
of self-consciousness. Of course individual self- 
consciousness may be made one of the poorest ami 
least i)oetic of themes, not because it stamps an 
individual rightly, but because it- fails to stamp him 
rightly, since it is imj)Ossible to stamp an individual 
rightly unless yon biiiig out the universal element 
in every man as well as the individual clement in 
one man. But that is precisely what Matthew 
Arnold does. Tie hardly ever* delineates, if' im^eed 
he ever delineates, a mere accident in human natiue. 
When he deals with human nature he always gives 
you not only that which distingnishcjs a man or 
woman from their fellows, but also that which unites 
them to their fellow^s, by showing us the nniversal 
as w'ell as the disti motive aspect of their nature. Take, 
for instance, the linos in “The Scholai* (lipsy”in 
w^hich he dwells so ex<jnisitcly on the craving of the 
Oxfoi’d student for a life |)lunged in the calm and 
the ])assion of a contemplative lot, and ;ilso tells lis 
what it is in the life of half-study ruid of lialf-belief 
which so profoundly disappoints the soid, and makes 
it eager for that “spjirk from heaven” that alone 
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(.MU ii[) tlu‘ iiitolltjct :in(l give it l»ack the full 
energy of a vivid lif(‘ ^ 

For early didhi tlioii li avc ihe \Norld, wil.li ]k)\v( i-s 
iindivciUid lo llie ^^o^l(l 
Firm 1(» liieir mark, not spent on otliei , 

F!’e(‘ Irom tin* sic,k laligue, the languid d()uht, 

Wliieli miudi lo have* tri<*d, in miiJi he(m hailled, 
hrings. 

* () life unliki* lo (nirs ! 

Whn lliniliialo idl\ without ti‘rni or sropr, 

()1 wliom (‘aeh stiivi^s, nor knoWf' for wlial In* 

^l.ri\ Oh, 

i\nd (\'V'h lialt li\e> a hunduid djfiercmt lives; 

Who wait lik(‘ thee, but not, like th(M‘, in iiope 

'lion waite.''! for tin* spark ri"m heaven ! and we, 
liighi lialf-h<die\('rs of our caMial er(ii‘d>, 

Who iu‘ver deeplv fidt, nor eh‘arly will'd, 

Wliose in-iglit never has horm* fruit in de(‘ds, 

Wliose \agiie n‘.solves never ha,vi' been hilliH'd : 

Foi wdiom (N'udi yeai we see 
i;re(‘d< m*w beginnings, disaj)pointmeiits new ; 

Vho hesitate and falter life awa>. 

And lot-e to-nmiroM the ground won 1o-da_v — 

Ah! do not we, wfinderer ! await il too ^ 

Terhaps, howevtu, Professiu' Courthope is tliinking 
of “ Enipedoeles on Etna ' when he charges Matthew 
Arnold with illustrating that “vast growth of 
individual sclf-eonseiousness ” which has tended to 
destroy the vitality of our recent [loclry. Now^ 1 
should be sorry l>o assert that “ Ein]jedocles r Etna ” 
is one of the linest of Ids ])oeins, liecanse, except in its 
few tliough h^ely lyrics, it lias nnquijstionably much 
less of the wonderfully delicate descri])tion of 
^Jature’s beauty, which was one of ArnoUrs greatest 
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gifts iis a poet/ “Empedocles on Etna” is indeed a 
poem intended to ciii);)ody a Stoical inoral philosophy, 
and one Avhich actually eni))odics it with the 
greatest ]) 03 siblc subtlety and force. But no one 
can justly say that it is sclf-c(;nscioiisness which 
spoils it as a poem. There is no doubt a sort of 
self-consciousness which is deleterious to poetry, a 
self-consciousness which dwells on what is ])etty and 
egotistic in the poet^s mind, and which exclmies 
that universal clement ifi all poetry that lifts and 
expands and illuminates the mind. But there is 
no such ])Otty egotism in “ Empedocles on Etna.” 
It is full of the finer elements of the Stoic philosophy, 
but there is not a trace in it of the narrowness aiui 
poverty and self- occupation which spoil a poem. 
Take, for instance, this rebuke to those who 
com|)lain of the little store of ha})pincss which they 
have achieved in life : — 

Fools 1 That so often heif 
IIai)j)incss mock’d our ]»rayrr, 

I think, niiglit mala* us fv'ir ^ 

A like cNciit ols^'wlu'n* ; * 

Make u>, not tly to dreams, hut mothuvilc dcsiic. 

And y('!, for tlio.se who know 
Tltenisclvt's, wlio wisely take 
Tlicir way through life, atid bow 
To wliat they eariiiot break, ** 

Why should I say tlial life need yieJd hut nwderaU 
bliss ? 

Shall we, with temper spoil’d, 

Health sai)p’d by living ill, 

And judgment all ciuhroird ^ 

By sadness and self-will, 

Sliall iz/e judge wliat |or man is not ti'ue bh.ss or i.s ? 
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Is it so small a thing 
have ciijcnM the sini, 
lu liavo lived light in the spinig, 

IVj have loved, to liave tlioughi, to have rluno ; 

To have advanced line iriimds, and heat down Udiling 
f'ueh> ? 

Wlnitovei* may be said of the comparative tameness 
of these linos, no one can say that they are full of 
lli*at muiou and dieary sclf-coiiscio'.iL.TiOss which 
Professor Court hojic regards as the very antithesis 
of true poetry. On the contrary, there is great 
force and great keenness in these stanzas, and in 
f,fct they Lhnjw out in fine icdief those exc|iiisitc 
lyrics of Callicles which constitute the great beauty 
of the })oem. The last thing I should say of 
Matthew Arnold is that he spoils his poetry by a 
narrow self-cons(dousness. N^o doubt his greatest 
])oenis arc*- t-li(^sc in which he ])aints scenery and 
exiiresses (jinotion witli a unique power of liis own. 
Ihit even wdie-ii be (hinka in verse instead of foeliijg 
in il, he gives a power and a delicacy and vividness 
to his .rtlKiught which but few other poets of this 
century have fully attained. 



1)KCAI)KN(^K IN 1’()KT[;Y 

PROFKSSoJi Comrnioi’io, in the lecLure which he 
(iclivered ;if. Oxford ori ‘‘Life in Poetiy,’’ l»i\^iin lo 
coiisider the cjiuscs of decadence, oj- in other words, 
want of life in [)oetf y, and asked whether the rise of 
a school of ))oetry which is evidently artificial and 
wanting in iorco and spiing, is due to a failmc in (he 
genius and methods of the poets themselves, or to the 
failure (jf vitality and freshness in that section of 
society to which they belong, or to a drying uj> of 
tlie sources <»f ideal life in the nation at larger 
Surely it may well be di;e to any one or all three of 
these causes, and it would he more com])leteiii those 
eases in which all thct^c causes wer<; combined. There 
are many cases in which a decadent poet lives in an 
age in which ho might have found, had he had the 
larger social sympathies in himself, a new spring of 
ideal life, hut- failed to firul it from the want of 
elasticity and s])i ritual force within liiinself, just as 
H^a’on, in spite of his magnificent powers and genius, 
was, in the exhaustion of his ideal life, a decadent 
j)oet in the very same age in which Wordsworth 
struck now and ricli sources of jioetie inspiration. 
Again, 1 may s.iy, that the very same poet, and 
sometimes even a great poet like (Goethe, has had 
both a flesh and decadent epoch in his own poetry. 
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In Ooctlio's ca«c, itwas u vital poiMod ii? wliioli he wrote 
hifflovely lyrics, and his “Goetz von IJerlichingen,” 
and the first part of “Faust/' and a dec. idem period in 
which he wrot.e hi.s “ FJeclivc Aflinities and his 
“ Itoinan Kle^ies/' and tlie second ])art of “ Faust,” 
when not only the sources of his ideal life as a poet were 
evidently di*yiiig up, Imt his sympat hies with the most 
vivid hoj)es of his own people were nai rowing and 
giving way to Ids somewhat- sujiercil’oiw ^ico. n for the 
deeper and sti’onger impulses of his country, and when 
he was hecoining hopeless of German national life, 
and out of sympathy with the [uirest sources of moral 
i 'S])iralion. And, again, we see in such a poet ;is the 
hue William Moi ris, one whose sympathicf, ijuiie out- 
ran, as it were, his finer tastes, and who hecarne 
“ the idle singer of an omjity day,” (jvon at the very 
time at whicJi he was eagerly seeking to extend the 
range of the moral life of his own class and to hs.ul 
it. to drink at new^ springs of thought and action. 
While he eagerly desired to m.ake the life of cnlti- 
val(*d tliought richer and deeper and more in keejiing 
wdth the aspiratioi'is of the j)Coi)Ie at large, his 
])oetical genius did not find any ii.iluial outlet in the 
direction in which his moral sym])atliies led Idm. 
x\s a poet he remainc<l lau'lalor MnpoiL^ arii^ a singer 
whose imagination dwelt in one world, wddle his 
heart and hopes were in anothei*. 

Decadijhct; in jMietry, indeed, as often perhaps 
hot-rays a purely personal as a social or political 
origin, but it may betray any one of these sources, 
r do not suppose Fletcher, the jioetical ally of 
•Heaumont, to have been a [)oct of the decadent type, 
^ for L'O >vas a great dramatist, but evidently he had 
scon and stiufied those who were decadents in his 
own time. It w^onld be hard to find a poem of more 



398 


DECADENCE TN POETRA" 


(Icfiiutely (lcca?lent Ji type tluin tlic little poem on 
Mrlaneliohj, which Mi'. Palgi'ave in his Golden TreaAiri/ 
of So/Kjs ami Li/rirSy has jihiced iiniiiediately liefoi c Sir 
Walter Scott's lines, “To a Lock of Hair,” in which 
Sir Walter shows ns how he himself was led to open 
u}) a region of i>oetry in wdiich ho was not only very 
great, Imt th(‘. leader of a great school of vigorous 
life and genius, by the very same causes which have 
so often betrayed feebler and fainter spirits into tbc 
]M)etry which I slujuld call 'more or less decadent. 
Here is Fletcher’s praise of melancholy 

Keiict', all you vain delights, 

As slioi't as arc the nights 
Wherein yqii spend your tolly : 

There is nought in tliL life sweet, 

[f man vviu'c wise to scMi’t, 

But only melancholy, 

() hwc»dest Melancholy ! 

Welconic, foJ<h‘<l arms, and fixed eyes, 

A sigh that idiU'cing, moixilies, 

A look that’s fasten’d to the^ ground, 

A tongue chain’d up without a sound ! 

Fountain heads and jnthl(*,ss grove,-?, 

Pl.iccs which j»ah* passion loves ! 

Moonliglit walks, when all the fowls 
Arc warmly housed save bats and owls ! 

A mifJniglit bell, a parting groan I 
The.sl^ are the sounds w'e fee<l upon ; * 

^Mieii stretch our hones in a still gloomy valh^y ; 
Nothing’s so dainty sweet as lovely melancholy. 

That; is very delicate die-away poetry, but, excejihuf/ 
a pure dramatist, no one could ever have written it ^ 
who was not more in symjiathy with that which was 
dying out of life, than with that which was coming 



I)K(.JA1>EN0K IN rOPn'RY 


390 


into being. Now turn to Sir AValtcr Scott’s lines 
vvnich Mr l^algravo has placed in immediate secpience 
to Fletclicr’s poem, lines which show us not only 
how melancholy had l)i‘cd in Scott a rcactitm into 
the eager life which kindled his genius and made him 
the most buoyant of poets, but which had j)lanted a 
new literature amongst us, and s])rca(l, as it weie, “a 
forest on the hills, fast as the seasons could make 
steps : - 


TO A LO(M< OE IIAIK 

'’I'hy hue, dear ])le<lge, is pine and bright 
As in that well-renieinber’d night. 

AVlu n lirst thy mystic braid was wove, 

And lirst ia> Agncft whispered love. 

Since then how often liast thou prest 
'^11 le torrid zone of this wild breast., 

AYliose w’lMth and hate* have sworn to dw'fdl 
With the lirst sin that peopletl Hell ; 

A breast wdi(|^(‘ bhod’-s a troubled ocean, 

Each tlii’ob tlie eartlupiake’s wild cuiiunotion ! 
0, if siuli clime thou eanst endure 
Yet keep thy hlie niistaiiiM and jaire, 

What eomjue.st o’er eaeli erring llioiighl 
Of that iiejxv realm had Agnes wrought ! 

1 had not waiiderM far and wide 
With such an angel for my guide ; 

Nor earth, nor Heaven could then re])rove me 
If she had lived, and liv«d to love me! 

Not then this W'(»rld’s wild jow^liad been 
"J’o me ^iie .savage hnuling sciun*, 

My ."ole deliglit tlu* headlong race 
AikI frantic. hun'> ol the chase ; 
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'fo st.irt, pursift', living to bay, 

Hush in, drag down, and rund mv ]>iv-y, 

'JIkui — IV oni lln‘ rarcast* turn away I 
Mine ireful mood had swoelncss lamed, 

And soothed each w'onnd which pride iiillarned ; — 

Ves, (lod and man might now ap]u*ov(‘ me. 

If thou liadst lived, and lived to love me ! 

This passionate out- pouring of ^(jott's ^nlonle]ltal•y 
despair should show us how dangerous it is to trai'e 
what seems to i)e decadence in any one poet to 
general, social, and political causes. We never 
kiu>w whether that which didves one poet into 
artificial and morbid strains, into histrionic attempt^i 
to simulate passions which he docs not really feed, 
may not drive another into those “ fri^sh woods ami 
])aslurcs new” which renew a decadent world. 
Scott became the originator of a great and healthy 
literature through an attack of melancholy, which 
was due to a yiurcly personal gj'icf. 

Critics would generally, I suppose, be inclined to 
call the poetiy of Grashaw am], Cowley decadent 
poetry. There is a fondness for languid c^aicoits 
about botli of thorn which certainly suggests a half- 
exhausted ideal life. Here, for instance, is a portion 
of Crashaw’s reflections on that “ not impossible 
she'’ in whom, if he ever encountcrcfl her, his soul 
would delight : — « 

Till that divine 
Idea take a slu ine 

Of crystal llesli, through which to shine • 

Meet you her, my WLslies, 
l>e.sp»*ak her to niy blisses*, 

And be ye call'd, my absent kisaca 
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I wisli her ]>er'mty 
That (Hvc'rt not all ils duty 
To gaudy tin*, or glist’ring shoe-tie : 

Something more than 
Taflata or lisHue ran, 

Or ram])ant feather, or ijch tin. 

A face tliat’s Ixi^t 
By its (jNvu heauty dresl, 

And ean alone ronimand the K.-t : 

A face made n|) 

Out of no other shop 

Than what Nature’s white liand sets o])e. 

Thill, suiely, with all its elegiiiice, or i“iither by^ 
virtue of its (degance, is deca<loiit in s[)irit. d'herc 
is no real life or spi ing in it. It is long-drawn and 
-siekly. And here, again, is Cowley asseiting that 
the si, rings of his lyre themselves make “a kind of 
immerons tiembling” though ‘‘the moving hand 
aj)proaeh not near,” when he is prot)OsiiJg to sing of 
the O’l^ject of his hfvc - * 

A SUPPLK’ATION 

Awake, awake, my lyre I 
And tell thy silent master’s humble tale 
In sonnds that- may j>revail ; 

Soiin(l.s*that genth' thoughts inspire : 

'I’hough so exalted she, 

And 1 so lowly be 

^I’ell h(ii‘, such dill’erent notes make nU thy harmony. 

fl.irk I how the ^li’ings awaki* : 

And, thoiiglj^the moving liainl a])pi’uaeh not near, 
'rhemsidves with awl'id fear 
A kind <»f numerous tremhling make, 

2 D 
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Now fill thy rorc(*s tn , 

Now all lliy rhariuv a[»i)ly, 

Rftvongc upon Jkm* oar tho roiupifsis of 1 m‘]- oyo, 

Woak lyi‘0 ! thy viitiu* sun* 

Is iiseh'ss lu‘10, siniu^ tlioii art only foinul 
^IV) ouro, hut not to wouth], 

And she to w'ouml, Imt not to cure. 

'Poo woak, too, wilt thou jirovo 
^ly passion to roiuovo ; 

1‘hysio to otliei* ills, thou’rt nourishmont to love. 

Sloop, slot*]), again my Ivre ! 

For thou caiist novor toll my hiimhlo t.ilo 
In sounds that will ])rovail, 

Nor gentle thoughts in lier iiinjiin.*, 

All thy vain niirth lay hy, 

Hid tliy strings siJ»*nt lie, 

Sleep, sleep, again, my lyre, and h*t thy master die. 

That surely is full of conceits and as unreal as 
the poetry of a man of a certain genius coukl 
possibly be. Yet the age when Ofashaw and QAwley 
flourished, if they ever really flourished, was the 
age of Milton, and the age in which Dryden began 
his work, and where could we find the promise of 
new kinds of poeiical life and genius, if not in the 
age of Milton and Dryden ? We shall often find 
poets with signs of decadence, poets ‘who are 
strained and artificial in their eli'orts to be sublime, 
contemporary with other poets who are as natiiial 
and fresh as if they came straight from the heart of 
Nature. Perhaps the poetry of (lay was as poor,* 
manufactureil, and artificial as that r^f any i)oet in 
our literature, for with his liveliness t.liere was 
hardly any kind of tr|ie idealism, and his seriti- 
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niontiilily \V!is oriental ions. XotliiiiiL!;, for instance, 
cfmld 1)0 in worse or more arli(i(;ial (;isto than the 
ineta])hor in which ho likens f lic sailor lover in his 
“ Hhick-oyod Susan to a lark, because he drojjped 
so (juickly fi’oni the shrouds of the ship to tlie side 
of his mistress : — 

Willi.nn, who liiffh upon the ynt'd 
lipr k’d with his billow to and bo 
Soon as lier well-known voire he In^ird, 

Il(‘ si^diM and east his eyes belr)w ; 

rnid slidev <pn( k!y lliiough his Ljlowiii!:' Iiands, 
And <iiii('k as lightning on tlie dei'k lie stands. 

So till' sweet, lark, high ])oised in an, 

Shuts (dose Jiis pinions t(j Ids br»‘ast 
irclianre Iii.s mate's slirdl call 1 k‘ hear, 

And di’oj'S a|. once into lier nest — 

'riie iiohlest (Viptajn in the Ihilidi ll(‘e,l 
flight env\ Uhllianr- li]) tiiose kisses .sweet. 


Yet (lay was the conteinpurary of Pope, wdio 
t hoiii^Ji certain ly ifot a poet whose mind was in a.ny 
high souse ideal, still had a buoyamn" of satiric life 
ill him w hich fmnished a whole generation with a 
ricli stock of kemi and jiioreing poetic wit such a.^ 
wc could ill sjiare from i'aiglish literature. Wliat- 
ev{3r may be said in (h^preeiation of Pojie’s poetry, 
no one could jn''tly call him a decadent. Indeed, 
decadeiiee. is liardly consistent with the biightei* 
kind of intellect. It always im])lios that want of 
dee]) sagacity which disjioses a w’riter to dwell at 
ilisproportionate length on an unhealthy cla.ss of 
thuiiglils. i\^id from any habit of that kind, so 
keen and scimiiai'-like an iiilelleet a.s Pojie’s eirectn- 
ally diverted him. Decade^it poets are more often 
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(leciidoiit because they have not had the jndgmcMit, 
or the breadth of sympathy, to find out tlie heall.hioV 
instincts of their age, than because they live in a 
society which is deeply infected with a morbid 
taint. 



LIFE IN rOEI^J^Y 

PoKTRY, «ciirl Ml*. Court hope in the lecture wliicli 
he tleliveied in the Taylor Institution, is “the ;irt. 
, which ])ro<luces ])leasure for the imagiinil ion l>y iniitat- 
iri^ human actions, tliou^hts, and jiassion.* in metrical 
language.” IVieiry, said Mattheu* Arnold, is “ the 
criticism of Life.” Is either of those detinitions 
adequate 1 Is it not truer to say that poetry is a 
real addition to the life of man, or at all events, an 
emancipation, a manumission of that life, wherevei* 
it is ])reparcd for emancipation, and needs oidy the 
signal to go free? Imitation, < riticism,” these are 
sadly inadc({uat« and limiting words. In every 
true poem, life as surely rushes into a new form of 
mental existence, as when the child lets loose his 
heait in his first free scamper over the hills, or as 
when “the young light-hearted” masters of the 
waves “ snatched at the rudder ” and shook out more 
sail, • 

And day and night held nn Jiidigiiaiitly. 

O’er the, hliie Midland waters with the gale. 

Betwi.xt the Syrtes and soft Sicily, 

To whexe tlie Atlantic raves, 

(Jutsido the Western Straits. 

Ail poetry is an act, of emancipation, even the poetry 
of elegy, even the “lyrical cry,” e\en the poetry of 
10 ?) 
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silliic Jitul invective. There is no mere imit;itivci]c.<s 
in [)Oetiy. It is a liheiiition of the true mind. 
Mven when Paj[)e exclaims in his half histrionic 
fashion — 

Awake, niy Si. John, leave all rn(‘anei' 

To l(»w anilation ami the pride of I\ings/^ 

he is trying in his own artilicial way to break a sort 
of bondage — not to imf)oso a new bondage, tht 
bondage of literary fetters. Kveiy great jxjeni has 
been a great stroke for freedom, for tlni freedom of 
the heart and mind. Professor Pouvthope said w(ill 
that when great ])uets like Milton and Dante (why* 
did he not begin with flonier?) introilucod their 
poems with a solemn invo(.*atiori to the Mnse, t.lny 
held that the life “and much ev'^cri of the form of 
their work was “contained gerniinally in their 
matter.’^ It was of the first importance tliat they 
should direct their thoughts to a subject on which 
they could s[)cak with aut.honty and freedom, on 
which, in fact, they could strike ;uvay some fetters 
by which the mind of man had [)roviously <been 
bonntl. ddiat was what the invocation to the Mnse 
meant; it was a [n’ayer to ])0 directed to the legion 
in which they could most ellectually sid, free their 
own souls. And when Profes.sor Conrtho])c says 
that it is a condition of true ])oetiy not oply that 
the subject should suit the singer, but that it should 
also suit the audience, that it should l)e one in which 
the listeners themselves are eager for the password 
which will set their imaginations on lire, that, it is 
otdy another way of saying that ]>octry should not 
oidy liberate the mind of the })oet, tnit also the 
minds of those to whose more or loss constrained 
and over-burdened hearts, the poet brings a new im- 
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pulsu of free and buoyant inovenuyiit. Th.ll is the 
i\?al essence of poetry. Kvon the least j)()])ular poet, 
the most “ caviare to the jiiiiicral,” even Shelley arid 
Spenser, and Arnold and Clough, and the poets who 
are said to be rather the ])oets of the poetic, tlian 
the ])()ets of the mass of mankind, loose some fetter 
on the mind or lieart of their readers whic.li had 
weighed heavily on their predecessors. Sucli a 
yoet as (Iray, for instance, a recluse, f.istidious, 
academic almost, gives a profounder sense of 
emancipation to the world of tran([uil, meditative 
musers in his famous elegy, than any other ))Oot of 
Jds century, ludess it were Ihirns or Wonlswort h, of 
whom the lattei’ really led the w'ay irto a new* 
century of ])Octr3% and hhot back a bolt In the 
human Invast wddcdi almost the w'hole of the [>resent 
<'entury Itas busied itself in securing against any 
rt',cf)il. All ])oc-try is emancipation, is a ucav life, a 
new fr<H‘(loui ; and it is (pnte true, as Lhofessor 
(!ourtho[)e asserts, that oven satire, oven such a 
poem as Pope’s letter to Mr. Arbuthi.ot, wit-h the 
profound scoin •d its vivid port raituie. seems to 
open to u.s the way into a fresh world, ;uid thereby, 
as I believe, to strike the eharactoristic note of all 
]H)ctiT, b}" inspiring a new^ current of indignant 
and scornful emotion. Of course satire opens the 
muTowest of tlu;se avenues to frtisb life. It only 
destroy those avtilicial barriers which leally never 
hold back any but ])urely conventional natures from 
the “ fresh waxxls and p.tstures new' ” of the human 
spirit. Still even satire does that, x.Jid does it 
ellbctually. It is oiily an artificial bondage that it 
breaks, but since many of our worst fetters are 
artificial fefters which wu? have fastened U})ou our- 
selves, and W'hich the true man does not feel, satire 
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has its Miberating inliueiicc, and often sets us free 
from fetters which wc have welcomed in the inmdst 
recesses of our own souls. 

Professor Courthope holds that the great vein of 
pessimism in modern poetry is moi*e or less due to 
the tendency of poets to “ think of nature and 
society in those romantic moulds of the imagination 
which no longer corresponded with the reality of 
things.” I should not have thought that the poct^jy 
of the present day exhibited any such tendency. 
In fact, it has been too realistic, and shown signs of 
revolt not only against romantic conceptions of life, 
hut against all those restraining influences whiefe 
are the very secret of true freedom. For freedom 
and emancipation cannot he secured without will- 
ingly submitting the heart and mind to those 
natural restraining influences whicli arc bred in the 
inmost recesses of our being. T should have said 
that far from showing any tendency to conform too 
closely to the old romantic moulds of human thought, 
and to fret at the discrepancy between the world of 
romance and the world of reality, the tendenjSy of 
the present day had been to ignoie altogether the 
moral limits within which alone we can be truly 
free, and to attempt to liberate ourselves from the 
authority of the truest self within us, and seek after 
an unnatural freedom which is really the most gall- 
ing bondage. After all, freedom is a relatiVo w'oid. 
You cannot be free from, your nature, you can only 
be free in your nature, in you highest nature. And 
no bondage is more crnel, more intolerable, than the. 
bondage which comes of fighting against the very 
law of your own true nature. It is there, as it seems 
to me, that the pessimism of the newer |wctry arises. 
It springs from a reluctance to bear the only yoke 
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with wliieh we eannol (liKi])eTKso wiTliout ceasing to 
he our true selves. Kven the grcMt poet Avho 
endeavoured so vaiidy in his prose writings to 
accoTUidish the impossible task of reconciling the 
scepticism with the faith of the day, even Matthew 
Arnold, felt keenly that there was something in man, 
as well as in lh(‘ Universe outside man, whicli 
rendered it impossible to attain the highest fi ecdom 
\>^thout submitting himself to the uiysterious yoke 
within him — a yoke which he would not ignore, 
though he would not welcome it, and he ended his 
wonderfully im|wcssive lines on “ Kesignation ” in 
'this halfheartedly reluctant, strain : — 

Knougli, we live ! — and it a 1 i1‘l*, 

^Vlth large results so little lilc, 
d'huugli lu'iirabh*, scein hardly worth 
This j)OTnp <d’ worlds, this pain of hii Lh ; 

Yet, Ibaiisla, llu* mule tiuf ^^e tviiid, 

''riic solemn hills around us si)ica(l, 

'Phis stream winch falls incessant 1\, 

The st range-scrawl’d nxks, the loiielx sky, 

^ If I might It^nd their life a Maci', 

Suem to Ix'ar rather than ?‘ejuiee. 

And even could tlie iiiteiu]K‘rate pravi i' 

^lan iterates, wliih- these foihear, 

Kor nu'Vi nieiit, for an ampler spherr. 

Pierce Fale/s im]»eiuTrattl(' ear ; 

N»)t milder is the g<aieral lot 
Bi'cause onr s]iirils have h>rgo1. 

In action's diz/yiiig eddy nhiiTd, 

The something that infects the woild. 

! 

* Sm cly t.lio “ something that infects the woi Id — our 
, modern w^orld^at least — is the unhealthy reluctance 
to resign ourselves to the will of that Divine Towoi 
which “built this fabric of things,'’ ami w'hich has 
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found it cfiscntij'tl for us l(» administer to us sulferini; 
in many forms in order to ojien our shrinking and 
limited nature to larger issues than any to whicli 
the natural man is I'oady to ada])t himself. AVe 
recoil like a sensitive ])Iant from the first rude touch, 
and yet it is only through tlicse rude t, ouches, and 
many of them, that our natures can he taught to 
expand to the craving for higher ideals and the 
ap])re( iation of nobler etlbrts. We want to shryik 
to the dimensions of ]>oorcr natures, though we are 
destined to find our only true happiness in the 
evolution uf a greater fartiUide and of loftier hopes. 
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In ;i I l>()(>k on tin' place of lainlscape in 

jM)ot.ry, In’ Mr. l^rlj^ravi', forincily l^■of('.'»^()|■ of 
lV)o1.ry Jii the IJjiivoisity of OKforcl, published by 
Messrs. Macinillcin, wc have an ox«|uihi(,e series of 
illiistml iori.s, from Ibunei* to Tennyson, of t lie 
curious significance of lands(M.|)e in the expression 
of human enioti<m. On liis title i)a<;(.‘ Mr. l\Lli^iavo 
(juotes from Beetliovou this motto bn’ his Pastoral 
Symphony, Mthr /lu}^dnu'h <lrr Enip/nuhiiHj air 
Mdlcrc.}'^ “More', an exprcftsiori of emotion than 

l^aintiiii;’” -and 'i better motto he (amid hardly 
have ‘b^und for a. sSrios of e.xquisite illuslrations of 
the significance of landsca[>c in poetry. And yet, 
surely nothing can lie more e.nriou'^ th.ui that tlie 
emotions of imin’s heart ^hould, fi’om the tirst dawn 
of his intePeci, have wi’itten themselves indelibly, 
as it wei'e, on the natural seoiiory by which he is 
surrounded, so tliat from Homer to d'onnyson it is 
next to impossible to express any feeling oi‘ passion, 
however pnifuuiid, without the aid of those external 
scenes with which they are not so mu('h associated 
*as absolutely identified, and on which they are 
inscribed as tjiough language wj'ie nothing Imt a 
scries of hieroglyi’hics sculptured on the rocks or 
painted oii the clouds. Fijom what is almost Mr. 
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l^ilgnivcs earliest illiiKtration of Homei^s love for 
lanilscape, \n the wonderful [ucture of the 'rrojan 
Camp as Tennyson himself translated it for us with 
a magic touch, to his last charming illustration of 
the mode in which Tennyson pictured for himscU 
his own passionate feelings of delight at the coming 
of SiH’iiig, it seems nearly impossible to express 
emotion at all, without a consent of Earth and 
Heaven to embody it., or to appear to us to eml)<?dy 
it, in the exteinal scenes with which it claims a 
mysterious affinity. Here is the celebi’ated passage 
from Homci' in which he has given to the Trojan 
Plain and watch-fires a sense of mystery and patf ■)s 
which I doubt if ho ever gave to the Camj> ot the 
Greeks. It is a ])ity, 1 think, that Mi\ l^ilgravc 
did not quote enougli of the passage to bring the 
landscape before us; instead of oidy one exipnsile 
fragment : — 


And Ihcso all night ii]»on the bridge ol war 
Sat glorying ; many a lire before them Ida/vd ; 

As when in heaven the stars av)oiit the moon 
Look heantiful, wieui all llie winds arc laid, 

And every heigiit comes ont, and jutting peak 
And valhw, and tlie irnmeaburable lieavens 
Break ojuai to tbedr highest, and all the stars 
Shine, and the shepherd gladdens in his hearl ; 

So many a fire between the ships and stii'am 
Of Xanthiis blazed before the towers of ^froy, 

A thousand on the ])lain ; and close- l)y each 
Sat tilty in the blaze- of burning tire, ; 

And eating lioary gr.ain and pulse, the steeds 
Kixt by their c-nrs, waited the golden rlawn. * 

« 

And here again is the wondci ful passage in which 
Tennyson most nearly expressed, as Mr. Mackail 
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iinfl Mr. Pjili^ravcj both hold, “the'actnal i^ocess 
through which poetry comes into existence'’: — 

bast, Kutiin-, glimpse and fade 
Through some slight spell, 

A gl(‘am from yonder vale, 

Some far blue fell, 

And sympathies, bow frail 
111 sound and sineil ! 


Till at thy chuckled noie, 
'rhou twinkling biul, 
Tln^ fairy fancies lange. 
And, lightly stirrc'd, 
Hiiig little bells of < liange 
Kroin word to woi-d. 


For now the Heavenly IVover 
Makes all things new, 

An<l thaws (he cold and lill.^ 
ddn; (lower with d('\\ , 

'Vhc l»la«kl)irds have their wills, 

'The ]>oets too. 

“The poets have their wills,” but not without the 
help of that external scene, that consjiiracy of 
Earth and Ib'aven to give them their wills, which 
im])resso^ on tliein this necessity for identifying 
their wills wdth some strange, and at first sight 
almost arbitrary, background of bright or dreary 
scenery. Surely this Jove of landscape, which seems 
‘so insejiarahle fiom all human emotion, is a very 
^ notable phenomenon deserving of more thought 
than it usualfy receives. Who can exjdain why 
Tennyson himself linds it impossible to speak of 
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th(3Re ^‘te;irs, iflle tears,” of wliicli he says that he 
knows not what they mean, wii.lioiit picturing^ to 
himself the “ha]j])y anlumn fields^’ on whicli lie 
gazes through their blinding mist, or to i*ecall the 
“ tcridov grace of a day that is d(iad,” without imag- 
ing to liimsclf the In eaking of the sea at the foot of 
the cold grey stones with, which that dead d;iy was 
in his mind identified? Wliy cannot Matthew 
Arnold realise to hirnseJf the exisUmce of tjiat 
“Something which infects the world” without- 
dwelling on — 

The unite turf we tread, 

'Phe snleinu lulls around us S]U‘ead, 
ddio str(‘ajii whi(jh falls inceshanlly, 

Tht‘ slrang(‘-scrawle(l reeks, the lonely 'ky, 

all of which seem t-o assure him that the wnnld has 
had inscrihed upon it a deep tracaj of sullering, it 
not of ruin ? 

Why should Wordsworth insist, that — 

Amid the gioves, nmh'r tlie shadowy hills, 

^fhe gnirivit ions are prepared, thi‘ pan.es, 

'Pile internal jiangs, are ready ; tin*, (in .ul strife 
(lf‘ ]»oor hiiinanity's atllicted will 
Struggling in vain wdtli ruthless de'^tiny. 

« 

Yet without the “groves” and the “slnnlowy hills,” 
“the jiaiigs, the internal pangs,” would not have 
fully imaged his thought at all, foi‘ to have some 
glinijise of the scene of these jiangs ;is it presents* 
itself to the iirmgination of tlie victim is at- once an ^ 
essentral part of the sullering, and S,lso, T suspect, 
something of an alleviation of its rigours To 
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rojilise that th<; “ ^T(»ves ’’ and “ slw^lowy hftls’’:u e 
wfl nesses of the :mj^uish Avhich [)ierees the lu^art of 
the generations who are nn(ler;^oing the discipline 
bciicatli tlieir shelter, makes it hotli morcj visi)>le to 
the iniai;ijiat ion, n,nd j)erhai)s a little nioi’e tohirahlc, 
just as it is more tolerable to know that your sull’er- 
irigs are not tlie only reality, than to iningine that 
beyond the dark centic of llie tortui-ecl nerves there 
n^iy be no refuge, no rea.1 exist-ema*. at ;'U. And 
not ordy does lealising a gj-eat woild extei*nal t.o 
the “internal pangs’^ ]>artially alleviate the‘'e p nigs, 
but to realise a gieat world external to the vividness 
individual life and energy, lends ii inuv llavour 
;uid intensity to tJiat> life .uni energy. !>'< it (pies- 
tioriable for ;i nioinent that. wIkmi llounn’ compared 
t.o the spectacle of t h(‘- st.arry heavens bre.aking 
open to their highest, while the shepherds wine 
gladdened at t he exipiisito trampiillity and brilliance 
of the night., the gl.‘i,dness of the Trojan host .is they 
rested by the blazing walchdires and waited for the 
(lawn, he shed a, new glory over the hearts of those 
who«iaijoiced in t^ie prowess of the besieged, and 
in tlie great deeds of Hector, and in the Hushed 
liojies of the Avarrior^ who had done so much 
t()wa,rds diiving t.he Arclia-an invaders from their 
shores'? When t-he poet eontrives to make external 
N.'iture join as it Avere in the exultation of the 
ha])pY A\*i.rj’ior or Av.arrioj with whom he is dealing, 
he places the crown on thoii’ head.'^ and gives a new 
sjilendoiir to their achievements. Indeed, the art 
of making any kuidscape smile Avith huimin ha])pi- 
ness, or darken with human avoo, is and has been in 
;ill agiis one of I lie grc.itest triumphs of the jioet. 
Who can do1d)t that even the suggestion of a 
certain sympathy bet.Aveon tin* beauty of a land.scape 
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or of ii summef sky and the ])eauly of a woman, 
adds infinitely to the sense of that beauty ; as, lor 
example, in such a verse as this ? — 

Her uycs like of twilif^lit fair. 

Like twili^dit, too, her dusky hriir ; 

But all things else about her drawn 

From Maytime and the cheerful dawn 

And who can doubt that when St. Paul enlarged on 
the sutlerings of all created things, — “ For wo know 
that the whole creation groaneth and travaileth in 
pain together until now,'^ — instead of adding to tluj 
Inirden of the individual sullcror, ho rather alleviate 1 
it by representing that all creation shares it, and 
that whatever pierces the gloom for one may pierce 
it for all, by virtue of the unity whicli binds 
together the diversified lots of men Is not tliis 
really at the root of the poetical impulse which 
renders it so inevitable to draw landscape into the 
very heart of human emotion, or, if that be the 
truer way of expressing it, tO' spread human 
emotion so lihorallv over the face of the landsvape? 
It is not true, of course, that individual joy diffuses 
itself widely over the external world, or that, indi- 
vidual anguish daikons it. But it is true that there 
is a unity at the heart of things which makes it 
natural for man to seek some reflection of his 
happiness and of his misery in the great object of 
his faith and hope. And is not this the source of 
the impulse which drives him instinctively to attri- 
bute his exultations and his pangs to the external 
world, as a mode of stretching out towards that 
great centre of power and life which is beyond his 
own roach ? He snatches at the face of the visible 
world as an infant snatclies at what is bright or 
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:iml tries to (lr;i\v it witihin tlie l5)herc of 
Kis own feelings. Hut. the dim im])nlsc which 
nifikes him seek iliis reHection of Ins own feeling in 
the world hevond is the keen sense of ;i larger and 
deej)ei Sympathy which lie.s l)ehiiul this visible 
scene, and enters into all the life which evcrywheie 
pei‘\ades it. 
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